Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



t ^ 



/> 



'OJLj 



r> 



I u 2 






f 

H 



' BRAFE TRANSLUNART THINGS,' 




c|t ira[}iA(4u xitnrp. 



* O rare Ben Jonfon !' 



^ Brave Tranflunary 

Things ' from the Works in 

Profe and Verfe of Ben 

Jonfon : Selected 

by Alexander 

B. Grofart 



r 



LONDON 
ELLIOT STOCK, ^^ Paternoster Row 

1895 







INTRODUCTION. 

When we fafs from Sidney to Raleigh, 
and from Raleigh to Bacon, and from 
Bacon to Breix)n and Spenser, and (as 
herein) from Spenser and Greene to Ben 
JoNSON, and as hy-and-hy toe Jhall to 
FuLKE Greyille, Lord Brooke, Cam- 
den, Sir Thomas Smith, Lord Howard, 
and others of the ^fpacious times of E/itnuz- 
hethy we are almoft continuoufly among 
peers, Thofe of them who met at 
*the Mermaidy * the Mitre* and other 
renowned haunts, did fo as equals in 
their Wit-combats, Even Shakefpeare 
ajfumed no fupremacy. 

That * rare Ben * was contemporaneoujly 
recognifed as among the foremofi, none will 
doubt who know the times. That he is 
not better known to-day is a lofs immeafur- 
able. It isfafe to prophefy that the wrong 
and negleS will yet be redrejfed — e,g,y 
it is furely a literary fcandal that his 
' Timber y or Difcoveries of Men and 
Mattery has not long fince been critically 
edited and worthily reproduced, Mr, Swin- 
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burne^ in his JurpaJJingly brilliant * Study 
of Ben Jonfon ' ( 1 889), has indeed claimed 
more for the * Difcoveries ' than confcience- 
ruled I can concede. For with all my 
allegiance to Mr. Swinburne — bafed on 
full and long ' continued knowledge and 
experience of his infinite painftaking behind 
his ecftafy of eloquence — / cannot place the 
*• Difcoveries^ on a level withy much lefs 
above f BacoT^s ^EJfays^ But none the 
lefsy if neither in weight of thought nor in 
technique of workmanjbip is the later book 
to be compared with the earlier y it is an 
intelleSiual treafure — all the more thaty 
like Seidell s ' Table Talky we have therein 
Ben Jonfon in undrefs {fo to fay\ and 
chattily pouring out the fulnefs of his in- 
telle3y of his wit and wifdom, of his 
learningy and of his generous though un- 
couth nature. The ' Difcoveries * is 
only one of many mafterpiecesy as our 
Se Unions will demonftrate. Of none of 
all our Worthies have I a deeper con'" 
vision that herein ingots of pur eft literary 
gold are furnift>ed. The pity is thaty rich 
as our little volume is, not the half or tenth 
part feleHed could be given. 

It is curious to take note of things in 
' rare Ben * that inevitably recall the later 



Johnfon^ as he lives in BofwelL I muft 
addy that if the earlier had the later^s 
roughnefs and gruffnefs, and even arrogance 
0* times y he had alfo his vein of tendernefs, 
as toitnefs his exquifite poems on the lofs 
of his children (p, 39^.). Beneath all his 
banter and licenfe of wit alfoy he was a 
Chriftian man, as witnefs again his facred 
poems (p, lS$fq.) and many autobiographic 
touches. 

Recently Profejfor Majfon has been 
telling us^ that on the famous vifit to 
Drummond of Hawthornden, Jonfon was 
created a burgefs {or citizen) of Edinburgh, 
Thankful for this morfely I wijh fome light 
had at the fame time been Jhed on his love- 
pajfages there, of which we get a glimpfe in 
his brilliant verfes on leaving his ' piSlure * 
in Scotland with fome *fair lady ' {p, 183). 
Surely, alfo, Scottijb antiquaries ought to be 
able and willing to trace Jonfon^ s Scottijh 
lineage? The data known are definite 
enough to give a clue through the genea- 
logical lines of the Annandale Johnftons, or 
Johnftones, whence his father and grand- 
father came, as it would fe em, Longfince, 
be it remembered, the late Dr, David 
Laing, of Edinburgh, worthily edited 
Drummond of Hawthorndet^s ' Notes of 




IntroduStion. 



Converfation ' with Jonfotiy and cleared the 
ho ft of the prepofterous charges of Gifford 
in his valuable but perpetually irritating 
edition of * rare Ben^s ' works. This 
reminds us that the honours paid to 
Sbakefpeare by Jonfon — alike in verfe and 
profe — ought fimilarly to have vindicated 
his good faith towards his fupreme con' 
temporary and ^ intimated I venture to 
refer the Reader to my note to Mr, Swin- 
burne* s criticifm of Jonfon on Shakefpeare^s 
^ facility y on pp. 225-6 ; alfo pp, 216-7, ^^^ 
elfewhere. The real truth is that Jo far 
from having been chary ofpraife of contem- 
poraries, or envious, or jealous, or * patron - 
ijing^ he was over facile in recognition of 
their quality. As above indicated he had — 
like Dr, Samuel Jobnfon — nothing of the 
bear but its rough Jkin. His life-long rever- 
ence for Bacon is very beautiful, 

Alexander B. Grosart. 
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ADULATION. 

I HAVE fccn that poverty makes me 
do unlit things; but honeft men Ihould 
not do them ; they Ihould gain other- 
wife. Though a man be hungry, he 
Ihould not play the parafite. That 
hour wherein I would repent me to 
be honcft, there were ways enough 
open for me to be rich. But flattery 
is a fine pick-lock of tender ears ; 
efpecially of thofe whom Fortune hath 
borne high upon her wings, that 
fubmit their dignity and authority to 
it, by a Toothing of themfelves. For 
indeed men could never be taken in that 
abundance with the fpringca [ = fnares] 
of others' flattery, if they began not 
there ; if they did but remember how 
much more profitable the bitternefs of 
truth was, than all the honey dilUUing 
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from a whorifh voice, which is not 
praife, but poifon. But now it is come 
to that extreme folly, or rather madnefs, 
with fome, that he that flatters them 
modeftly, or fparingly, is thought to 
malign them. If their friend confent 
not to their vices, though he do not 
contradift them, he is never thelefs an 
enemy. When they do all things the 
worft way, even then they look for 
praife. Nay, they will hire fellows to 
flatter them, with fuits and fuppers, and 
to proftitute their judgments. They 
have livery-friends, friends of the difh 
and of the fpit, that wait their turns, 
as my lord has his feails and guefls. 
(* Difcoveries.') 
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FALSE PRAISE. 

There is as great a vice in praifing, 
and as frequent, as in detra6ting. {Ibid.) 
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TO ALCHEMISTS. 

If all you boaft of your great art be 

true ; 
Sure, willing poverty lives moft in you. 

(* Epigrams.') 

r 

AFFLICTION. 

AfHidtion teacheth a wicked perfon 
fome times to pray ; profperity never. 
(' Difcoveries.') 

r 

APPEARANCE. 

A woman, the more curious [ = in- 
quiring] ihe is about her face, is com- 
monly the more carelefs about her houfe. 
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TO EDWARD ALLEYN. 

If Rome fo great, and in her wifeft age, 
Fear'd not to boaft the glories of her 
ftage. 
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As fkilful Rofcius, and grave iEfop, men, ^ 
Yet crown'd with honours, as with I 

riches, then ; 
Who had no lefs a trumpet of their 

name 
Than Cicero, whofe every breath was 

fame : 
How can fo good example die in me. 
That, Alleyn, I fhould paufe, to publifh 

thee! 
Who both their graces in thyfelf haft 

more 
Out-ftript, than they did all that went 

before : 
And prefent worth in all doft fo con- 

traft. 
As others fpeak, but only thou doft aft. 
Wear this renown. 'Tis juft, that who 

did give 
So many poets life, by one ftiould live. 

(* Epigrams.')* 

* The great actor was bom September i, 
1566; died November 25, 1626. He is 
imperishably associated with Shakespeare and 
* Dulwich College.'— G. 
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ALMIGHTY GOD. 

Deus in Creaturis. 

Man is read in his face ; God in His 
creatures. But not as the philofopher, 
the creature of glory, reads Him ; but 
as the Divine, the fervant of humility : 
yet even he muft take care not to be 
too curious. For to utter truth of 
God > (but as he thinks only) may be 
dangerous ; Who is beft known by our 
not knowing. Some things of Him, fo 
much as He hath revealed, or com- 
manded, it is not only lawful but necef- 
fary for us to know : for therein our 
ignorance was the firft caufe of our 
wickednefs. (* Difcoveries.*) 
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JLCHEMT. — THE PHILO- 
SO PEER'S STONE. 

Epicure Mammon^ a Knight, deceived by 
the pretenjions of Subtle {the Alche- 
mift), glories in the profpeSi of obtaining 
the philofopher* s ftone ; and promifes what 
rare things he will do with it. 

Mammon. Surly, his Friend. The 
Scene, Subtle's Houfe, 

Mam, Come on, fir. Now you fet 

your foot on fhore 
In Novo Orbe, Here's the rich Peru : 
And there within, fir, are the golden 

mines, 
Great Solomon's Ophir ! He was fail- 
ing to it 
Three years, but we have reach*d it in 

ten months. 
This is the day wherein to all my friends 
I will pronounce the happy word. Be 

rich. 
This day you fhall ht fpeSiatiJJimi, 
You fhall no more deal with the hollow 

die. 
Or the frail card ; no more be at charge 

of keeping 
The livery punk for the young heir, 

that muft 
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Seal at all hours in his fhirt. No more, 
If he deny, have him beaten to it, as 

he is 
That brings him the commodity. No 

more 
Shall third of fatin, or the covetous 

hunger 
Of velvet entrails for a rude-fpun cloak 
To be difplay'd at madam Augufla's, 

make 
The fons of Sword and Hazard .fall 

before 
The golden calf, and on their knees 

whole nights 
Commit idolatry with wine and trum- 
pets ; 
Or go a-feafting after drum and enfign. 
No more of this. You fhall ftart up 

young viceroys. 
And have your punks and punketees, my 

Surly : 
And unto thee I fpeak it firft, Be rich. 
Where is my Subtle there ? within ho ! 

[Face anfwers from within. 
Sir, 
He'll come to you by-and-by. 
Mam, That's his fire-drake, 
His Lungs, his Zephyrus, he that puffs 

his coals 
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Till he firk Nature up in her own 

centre. 
You are not faithful, fir. This night 

I'll change 
All that is metal in thy houfe to gold : 
And early in the morning will I fend 
To all the plumbers and the pewterers. 
And buy their tin and lead up ; and to 

Loth bury, 
For all the copper. 

Sur. What, and turn that too ? 
Mam. Yes, and I'll purchafe Devon- 
fhire and Cornwall, 
And make them perfeft Indies ! You 
admire now ? [ = wonder] 

Sur, No, faith. 

Mam, But when you fee the effeds 
of the great medicine ! 
Of which one part projefted on a 

hundred 
Of Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon, 
Shall turn it to as many of the Sun ; 
Nay, to a thoufand, fo ad infinitum: 
You will believe me. 

Sur, Yes, when I fee it, I will. 
Mam, Ha ! why. 
Do you think I fable with you ? I 

afTure you, 
He that has once the flower of the Sun, 
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The pcrfcft ruby, which wc call Elixir, 
Not only can do that, but by its virtue 
Can confer honour, love, refpe^t, long 

life; 
Give fafety, valour — ^yea, and viftory 
To whom he wilL In eight-and-twenty 

days 
I'll make an old man of fourfcore a 

child. 
Sur. No doubt ; he's that already. 
Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Reftore his years, renew him like an 

eagle. 
To the fifth age ; make him get fons 

and daughters, 
Young giants, as our philofophers have 

done 
(The ancient patriarchs afore the flood) 
But taking, once a week, on a knife's 

point 
The quantity of a grain of muflard of it. 
Become flout Marfes, and beget young 

Cupids. 
Sur. The decay'd veflals of Pickt- 

hatch would thank you. 
That keep the fire alive there. 

Mam, 'Tis the fee ret 
Of Nature naturized 'gainft all infec- 
tions ; 
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Cares all difeafes, coming of all caufes ; 
A month's grief in a day ; a year's in 

twelve ; 
And of what age foever, in a month ; 
Paft all the dofes of your drugging 

dodiors. 
I'll undertake withal to fright the plague 
Out of the kingdom in three months. 

Sur. And I'll 
Be bounds the players (hall fing your 

praifes^ then, 
Without their poets. 

Mam. Sir, Til do it. Meantime 
I'll give away fo much unto my man, 
Shall ferve the whole city with pre- 

fervative 
Weekly ; each houfe his dofe, and at 

the rate 

Sur. As he that built the water work, 

does with water ! 
Mam. You are incredulous. 
Sur. Faith, I have a humour, 
I would not willingly be gull'd. Your 

ftone 
Cannot tranfmute me. 

Mam. Pertinax Surly, 
Will you believe antiquity ? records ? 
I'll (how you a book, where Mofes and 
his fitter. 
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And Solomon, have written of the art ; 
Ay, and a treatife penned by Adam. 
Sur» How? 
Mam, Of the philofopher's ftone, and 

in High Dutch, 
Sur. Did Adam write, iir, in High 

Dutch ? 
Mam, He did ; 
Which proves it was the primitive 
tongue. 
Sur, What paper ? 
Mam, On cedar-board. 
Sur. O, that, indeed, they fay. 
Will laft 'gainft worms. 

Mam, 'Tis like your Irifh wood 
'Gainft cobwebs.* I have a piece of 

Jafon's fleece too. 
Which was no other than a book of 

alchemy, 
Writ in large fheepikin, a good fat ram- 
vellum. 
Such was Pythagoras* thigh, Pandora's tub. 
And all that fable of Medea's charms : 
The manner of our work : the bulls, 
our furnace, 

* This incidental allusion recalls that West- 
minster Abbey is said to have been roofed 
from the Shilelagh oaks (co. Wicklow) because 
of this alleged protection from cobwebs. — G. 



1 2 * Brave Translunary Things ' 

Still breathing fire ; our argent ^vive^ 

the dragon ; 
The dragon's teeth, mercury fublimate, 
That keeps the whitenefs, hardnefs, and 

the biting : 
And they are gathered into Jafon's helm 
(The alembic) and then fow'd in Mars 

his field. 
And thence fublimed fo often, till they 

are fix'd. 
Both this, the Hefperian garden, Cad- 
mus' ftory, 
Jove's fhower, the boon of Midas, Argus' 

eyes, 
Boccace his Demogorgon, thoufands 

more, 
All abfbadl riddles of our ftone. 

[Face enters. 
How now ? 
Do we fucceed ? is our day come ? and 

holds it ? 
Face, The evening will fet red upon 

you, fir ; 
You have colour for it, crimfon : the 

red ferment 
Has done his office. Three hours 

hence prepare you 
To fee projection. 

Mam. Pertinax, my Surly, 



Again I fay to thee aloud, Be rich. 
This day thou flialt have ingots, and I 

to-morrow 
Give lords the affront. Is it, my 

Zephyrus, right ? 
Blufhes the bolt's head ? 

Face, Like a wench with child, 
fir. 
That were but now difcovered to her 
mailer. 
Mam, Excellent witty Lungs ! My 
only care is. 
Where to get fluff enough now, to projeft 

on. 
This town will not half ferve me. 

Face, No, fir ? buy 
The covering off o' churches. 
Mam, That is true. 
Face, Yes. 
Let them (land bare, as do their audi- 
tory ; 
Or cap them new, with fhingles. 

Mam, No ; good thatch : 
Thatch will lie light upon the rafters, 

Lungs. 
Lungs, I will manumit thee from the 

furnace ; 
I will reftore thee thy complexion, 
Puffe, 
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Lofl in the embers ; and repair this 

brain 
Hurt with the fume of the metals. 

Face. I have blown, fir, 
Hard for your worfhip ; thrown by 

many a coal. 
When 'twas not beech ; weighed thofe 

I put in, juft 
To keep your heat (till even j thefe 

blear'd eyes 
Have waked to read your feveral colours, 

fir. 
Of the pale citron, the green lion, the 

crow. 
The peacock's tail, the plumed fwan — 

Mam, And laftly. 
Thou haft defcried the flower, the 
fanguis agni? 
Face, Yes, fir. 
Mam, Where's mafter ? 
Face. At his prayers, fir, he ; 
Good man, he is doing his devotions 
For the fuccefs. 

Mam, Lungs, I will fet a period 
To all thy labours : thou fhalt be the 

mafter 
Of my feraglio : for I do mean 
To have a lift of wives and concubines 
Equal with Solomon, who had the ftone 



I 
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Alike with me : and I will make me a 

back 
With the elixir, that fhall be as tough 
As Hercules, to encounter fifty a night. 
Thou art fure thou faw'ft it blood ? 
Face, Both blood and fpirit, fir. 
Mam, I will have all my beds blown 

up, not ftuPd ; 
Down is too hard : and then, mine 

oval room 
Fill'd with fuch pictures as Tiberius took 
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my glafles 
Cut in more fubtle angles, to difperfe 
And multiply the figures, as I walk 
Naked between my fuccuba. My mifts 
I'll have of perfume, vapour'd 'bout the 

room. 
To lofe ourfelves in ; and my baths, 

like pits. 
To fall into ; from whence we will 

come forth, 
And roll us dry in gofTamer and rofes. 
(Is it arrived at Ruby ?) — Where I fpy 
A wealthy citizen, or rich lawyer, 
Have a fublimed pure wife, unto that 

fellow 
I'll fend a thoufand pound to my 

cuckold. 




c 2 
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Face, And I fhall carry it ? 
Mam, No, I'll have no bawds. 
But fathers and mothers. They will do 

it beft, 
Beft of all others. And my flatterers 
Shall be the pure and graved of divines 
That I can get for money. My mere 

fools. 
Eloquent burgeffes ; and then my poets. 
The fame that writ fo fubtly of the 

fart : 
Whom I will entertain ftill for that 

fubject. 
The few that would give out themfelves 

to be 
Court and town flallions, and eachwhere 

belie 
Ladies, who are known mod innocent 

(for them), 
Thofe will I beg, to make me eunuchs 

of: 
And they fhall fan me with ten oflrich 

tails 
Apiece, made in a plume, to gather wind. 
We will be brave, Puffe, now we have 

the medicine. 
My meat fhall all come in in Indian 

fhells, 
Difhes of agate fet in gold, and fludded 
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With emeralds, fapphires, hyacinths, 

and rubies ; 
The tongues of carps, dormice, and 

camels' heels, 
Boil'd in the fpirit of Sol, and difTolved 

pearl 
(Apicius* diet 'gainft the epilepfy) 
And I will eat thefe broths with fpoons 

of amber, 
Headed with diamond and carbuncle. 
My footboys (hall eat pheafants, calver'd 

falmons. 
Knots, godwits, lampreys ; I myfelf 

will have 
The beards of barbels ferved, inftead of 

falads ; 
OiPd mufhrooms ; and the fwelling 

unctuous paps 
Of a fat pregnant fow, newly cut off, 
DrefTd with an exquifite and poignant 

fauce ; 
For which. Til fay unto my cook, 

* There's gold ; 
Go forth and be a knight.' 

Face, Sir, I'll go look 
A little, how it heightens. 
Mam, Do. — My ihirts 
I'll have of taffata-farfnet, foft and 

light 



i8 
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As cobwebs ; and, for all my other rai- 
ment, 
It ihall be fuch as might provoke the 

Perfian 
Were he to teach the world riot anew. 
My gloves of fifties' and birds' fkins, per- 
fumed 
With gums of paradife, and eaftern 

air. 
Sur, And do you think to have the 

ftone with this ? 
Mam, No, I do think to have all 

this with the ftone. 
Sur, Why, I have heard, he muft be 

homo frugiy 
A pious, holy, and religious man, 
One free from mortal fin, a very 

virgin 

Mam, That makes it Sir, he is 

fo. But I buy it. 
My venture brings it me. He, honeft 

wretch, 
A notable, fuperftitious, good foul, 
Has worn his knees bare, and his flippers 

bald. 
With prayer and fafting for it ; and, fir, 

let him 
Do it alone, for me, ftill. Here he 

comes. 
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Not a profane word afore him : 'tis 
poifon. (* The Alchemift,* ii. i.) 

['The judgment is perfectly overwhelmed 
by the torrent of images, words, and book- 
knowledge with which' Mammon confounds 
and stuns his incredulous hearer. They come 
pouring out like the successive strokes of 
Nilus. They *• doubly redouble strokes upon 
the foe." Description outstrides proof. We 
are made to believe effects before we have 
testimony for their causes ; as a lively de- 
1 scription of the joys of heaven sometimes 
passes for an argument to prove the existence 
of such a place. If there be one image which 
rises to the height of the sublime, yet the con- 
fluence and assemblage of them all produces 
an effect equal to the grandest poetry. Xerxes' 
army that drank up whole rivers from their 
numbers may stand for single Achilles. Epi- 
cure Mammon is the most determined off- 
spring of the author. It has the whole 
" matter and copy of the father, eye, nose, lip, 
the trick of his frown." It is just such a 
swaggerer as contemporaries have described 
old Ben to be. Meercraft, Bobadil, the Host 
of the New Inn, have sdl his "image and 
superscription " ; but Mammon is arrogant 
pretension personified. Sir Sampson Legend, 
in '* Love for Love," is such another Ijring, over- 
bearing character, but he does not come up 
to Epicure Mammon. What a ''towering 
bravery " there is in his sensuality I He 
affects no pleasure under a sultan. It is as if 
"Egypt with Assyria strove in luxury.'" — 
Charles Lamb.] 
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AMOR PATRIjE [Love of Country]. 

There is a neceflity all men ihould 
love their country : he that profefTeth 
the contrary may be delighted with his 
words, but his heart is there. (*Dif- 
coveries.')* 

r 

APPLAUSE. 

We praife the things we hear with 
much more willingnefs than thofe we 
fee ; becaufe we envy the Prefent and 
reverence the Paft ; thinking ourfelves 
inftrufted by the one, and over-laid by 
the other. {Ibid,) 

r 

The Same. 

It is as great a fpite to be praifed in 
the wrong place, and by a wrong perfon, 

* Mr. Swinburne fills in * [not] there * ; but 
to do so seems to miss the point, viz., that 
whatever a man's words may be depreciatory 
of love of country, his heart is inevitably 
possessed thereby. Cf. Lander's Count Julian^ 
as the ' Study of Ben Jonson ' recommends for 
expansion of the thought. — G. 
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as can be done to a noble nature. 

r 

ARGUMENTS. 

That caufe feldom happens wherein 
a man will ufe all arguments. {Ibid.) 

r 

ARTS OF THE MIND. 

Arts that refpedl the mind were ever 
reputed nobler than thofe that ferve 
the body : though we lefs can be with- 
out them. As tillage, fpinning, weaving, 
building, etc., without which we could 
fcarce fuflain life a day. But thefe 
were the works of every hand : the 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates here : 
' This conscientious and self-conscious pride of 
intellect finds even a nobler and more memor- 
able expression in the admirable words which 
instruct or which remind us of the truth that 
"It is," etc. A sentence worthy to be set 
beside the fittest motto for all loyal men — 
" i^qua laus est a laudatis laudari et ab im- 
probis improbari." Which it would be well 
that every man worthy to apply it should lay 
to heart, and act and bear himself accord- 
ingly."— G. 
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other of the brain only, and thofe the 
moft generous and exalted wits- and 
fpirits, that cannot reft or acquiefce. 
The mind of man is ftill fed with 
labour. Opere paxitur. {Ibid.) 

r 

ASSAILANTS. 

This Alaftor, who hath left nothing 
unfearched or unaflailed, by his impu- 
dent and licentious lying in his aguifh 
writings (for he was in his cold quaking 
fit all the while) ; what hath he done 
more than a troublefome bafe cur ? 
Barked and made a noife afar of; had 
a fool or two to fpit in his mouth, and 
cheriih him with a mufty love ? but 
they are rather enemies of my fame 
than me, thefe barkers. {Ibid.) 

r 

BACON. 

De Augmentis Scientiarum. — I have ever 
obferved it to have been the office of a 
wife patriot, among the greateft affairs 
of the State, to take care of the com- 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 

monwealth of Learning. For fchools, 
they are the feminaries of the State ; 
and nothing is worthier the fludy of a 
ftatefman, than that part of the Republic 
which we call the advancement of 
letters. Witnefs the cafe of Julius 
Caefar, who, in the heat of the Civil 
War, writ his books of Analogy and 
dedicated them to Tully. This made 
the late Lord St. Alban entitle his work 
Novum Organum; which, though by 
the moil of fuperficial men, who cannot 
get beyond the title of Nominals, it is 
not penetrated, nor underftood, it really 
openeth all defeds of learning what- 
foever, and is a book 

* Qui loDgum Doto scriptori proroget sevum/ 
(* Herat, de Art. Poetica.') 
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(Ibid,) 



r 



TRIBUTE TO BACON. 

My conceit of his perfon was never 
increafed toward him by his place or 
honours ; but I have, and do reverence 
him, for the greatnefs that was only 
proper to himfelf, in that he fee me d 



i 
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to me ever, by his work, one of the 
greateft men, and moft worthy of ad- 
miration, that had been in many ages. 
In his adverlity I ever prayed that God 
would give him ftrength ; for greatnefs 
he could not want. Neither could I 
condole in a word or fyllable for him, 
as knowing no accident could do harm 
to virtue, but rather help to make it 
manifeft. (Ii>U,) 

r 

JN EPIGRAM TO THE LORD- 

KEEPER, 

That you have feen the pride, beheld 

the fport 
And all the games of Fortune, played at 

Court ; 
View'd there the market, read the 

wretched rate, 
At which there are would fell the 

prince and State : 
That fcarce you hear a public voice 

alive 
But whifper'd counfels, and thofe only 

thrive ; 
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Yet are got off thence, with clear mind 

and hands 
To lift to heaven ; who is't not under- 

ftands 
Yourihappinefs, and doth not fpeak you 

bleft. 
To fee you fet apart thus^from the reft, 
T' obuin of God what* all the land 

fhould afk ? 
A nation's fin got pardon'd ! 'Twere a 

tafk 
Fit for a biihop's knees. O bow them 

oft, 
My lord, till felt grief make our ftone 

hearts foft. 
And we do weep to water for our fin. 
He, that in fuch a flood as we are in. 
Of riot and confumption, knows the 

way 
To teach the people how to faft and 

pray. 
And do their penance to avert the rod, 
He is the man, and favourite, of God. 

(* Underwoods.')* 

* I| for one, am willing to think that Bacon 
(not Egerton) was here addressed. See clos- 
ing sentences of the tribute to Bacon tU supra^ 
and final proof of Jonson's fidelity to his 
hardly-dealt-with friend. — G. 
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TO FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 

How I do love thee, Beaumont, and 

thy Mufe, 
That unto me doft fuch religion ufe ! 
How I do fear myfelf, that am not 

worth 
The leaft indulgent thought thy pen 

drops forth ! 
At once thou mak'ft me happy, and 

unmak'fl ; 
And giving largely to me, more than 

tak^ft ! 
What fate is mine, that fo itfelf be- 
reaves ! 
What art is thine, that fo thy friend 

deceives ! 
When even there, where moft thou 

praifeft me. 
For writing better, I must envy thee. 

(* Epigrams.')* 

♦ Bom 1585 : died 1615.— G. 



r 
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ON THE HONOURED POEMS OF 
HIS HONOURED FRIEND, SIR 
JOHN BEAUMONT.BJRONET. 

This book will live ; it hath a Genius ; 

this 
Above his reader, or his praifes, is. 
Hence, then, profane ! here needs no 

words' expenfe 
In bulwarks, rav'lines, ramparts for 

defence : 
Such as the creeping common pioneers 

ufe. 
When they do fweat to fortify a Mufe. 
Though I confefs it Beaumont's breath 

to be 
The bound and frontier of our poetry ; 
And doth deferve all monuments of 

praife. 
That art or engine on the ftrength can 
- raife ; 

Yet, who dares offer a redoubt to rear, 
To cut a dyke, or ftick a ftake up, here. 
Before this work ? where Envy hath not 

caft 
A trench againft it, nor a battery 

plac'd ! 
Stay till Ihe make her vain approaches ; 

then 

D 2 
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If maimM ftie comes ofF, 'tis not of 

men. 
This fort of fo impregnable accefs ; 
But higher power, as Spite could not 

make lefs, 
Nor Flattery ; but, fecur'd by the 

author's name, 
Defies what's crofs to piety, or good 

fame ; 
And like a hallowed temple, free from 

taint 
Of ethnicifme,* makes his Mufe a faint. 

(' Underwoods.' )t 

r 

ON LUCr, COUNTESS OF BED- 
FORD. 

This morning, timely wrapt with holy 
fire, 
I thought to form unto my zealous 
Mufe 
What kind of creature I could moft 
defire 
To honour, ferve, and love, as Poets 
ufe. 

* Heathenism. — G. 

t Born 1582: died 1628. His * Poems* 
embodied in Fuller Worthies* Library. — G. 
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I meant to make her fair^ and free, and 
wife. 
Of greatefl blood, and yet more good 
than great ; 
I meant the day-ftar fhould not higher 
rife 
Nor lend like influence from his 
lucent feat. 
I meant fhe fhould be courteous, facile, 
fweet. 
Hating that folemn vice of greatnefs, 
pride ; 
I meant each fofteft virtue there fliould 
meet. 
Fit in that fofter bofom to refide. 
Only a learnM and a manly foul 

I purpofed her : that fhould, with 
even powers, 
The rock, the fpindle, and the fhears 
control 
Of DefHny, and fpin her own free 
hours. 
Such when I meant to feign, and wifhed 

to fee. 
My Mufe bade Bedford write, and this 
was fhe. 

(• Garlands.')* 

♦ Wife of Edward, third Earl of Bedford. 
Donne and Daniel celebrate her. — G. 
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BRAINWORM — A POOR 
SOLDIER {Difguifed). 

Knowell, Believe me, I am taken 

with fome wonder 
To think a fellow of thy outward pre- 

fence 
Should, in the frame and faihion of his 

mind. 
Be fo degenerate, and fordid-bafe. 
Art thou a man, and fham'fl thou not to 

beg, 
To pra6life fuch a fervile kind of life ? 
Why, was thy education ne'er fo mean, 
Having thy limbs, a thoufand fairer 

courfes 
Offer themfelves to thy eledlion. 
Either the wars might ftill fupply thy 

wants ; 
Or fervice of fome virtuous gentleman, 
Or honefl labour ; nay, what can I 

name. 
But would become thee better than to 

beg? 
But men of thy condition feed on floth, 
As doth the beetle on the dung fhe 

breeds in ; 
Not caring how the metal of your 

minds 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 



31 



Is eaten with the ruft of idlenefs. 
Now, afore me, whatever he be, that 

fhould 
Relieve a perfon of thy quality, 
While thou infift'ft on this loofe def- 

perate courfe, 
I would efleem the fin not thine, but 

his. 
(* Every Man in his Humour.*) 



r 



TO Mr TRULT BELOFED 
FRIEND, MASTER BROWNE, 
ON HIS PASTORALS. 

Some men, of books or friends not 

fpeaking right, 
May hurt them more with praife, than 

foes with fpight. 
But I have feen thy work, and I know 

thee ; 
And, if thou lift* thyfelf, thatt thou 

canft be. 
For, though but early in thefe paths 

thou tread, 

* Choose.— G. 

t I substitute 'that' for *what.'— G. 
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I find thee write moft worthy to be 

read. 
It muft be thine own judgment yet that 

fends 
This thy work forth ; that judgment 

mine commends. 
And, where the moft read books, on 

authors' fames, 
Or, like our money-brokers, take up 

names 
On credit, and are cozen'd ; fee, that 

thou 
By offering not more fureties, than 

enow. 
Hold thine own worth unbroke ; which 

is fo good 
Upon the Exchange of Letters, as I 

wou*d 
More of our writers would, like thee, 

not fwell 
With the how much they fet forth, but 

the how well. 

(* Underwoods.')* 

• 'Britannia's Pastorals,' originally pub- 
lished in folio (1613-16), a copy of which, 
having MSS. notes by Milton, was sold at 
Sotheby's in 185 1 : Quarto edition, 1625. 
W. C. Hazlitt's is the best modern edition, 
but somewhat perfunctorily done. Born 1590: 
died 1645. — G. 
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TO WILLIAM CAMDEN. 

Camden ! moft reverend head, to whom 

I owe 
All that I am in arts, all that I know ; 
(How nothing's that !) to whom my 

country owes 
The great renown, and name wherewith 

(he goes ! 
Than thee the age fees not that thing 

more grave. 
More high, more holy, that flie more 

would crave. 

What name, what (kill, what faith, hail 

thou in things ! 
What fight in fearching the moft antique 

fprings ! 
What weight, and what authority in thy 

fpeech ! 
Men fcarce can make that doubt, but 

thou canft teach. 
Pardon free truth, and let thy modefty, 
Which conquers all, be once overcome 

by thee. 
Many of thine, this better could than I ; 
But for their powers accept my piety. 

(* Epigrams.*)* 

* Bom May 2, 1551 : published his great 
'Britannia' 1 586- 1607 : died November 9, 
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7D CELIA. 

Kifs me fweet I the wary lover 

Can your favours keep and cover. 

When the common country jay 

All your beauties will betray. 

Kifs again ; no creature comes ; 

Kifs, and fcore up wealthy fums 

On my lips, thus hardly fundered 

While you breathe. Firft give a hundred, 

Then a thoufand, then another 

Hundred, then unto the other 

Add a thoufand, and no more. 

Till you equal with the ftore 

All the grafs that Romney yields. 

Or the fands in Chelfea fields. 

Or the drops in filver Thames, 

Or the ftars that gild his ftreams, 

In the filent fummer nights, 

When youths ply their ftorn delights ; 

That the curious may not know 

How to tell them as they flow. 

And the curious, when they find 

What their number is, be fined. 

(* The Foreft.') 
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CHAR IS' TRIUMPH. 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, 

Wherein my lady rideth I 
Each that draws is a fwan or a dove, 

And well the car Love guidcth. 
As fhe goes, all hearts do duty 

Unto her beauty ; 
And enamour'd do wifli, fo they might 

But enjoy fuch a light. 
That they ftill were to run by her fide. 
Through fwords, through feas, whither 
fhe would ride. 

Do but look on her eyes, they do light 

All that Love's world comprifeth I 
Do but look on her, fhe is bright 

As Love's flar when it rifeth I 
Do but mark, her forehead is fmoother 

Than words that footh her 1 
And from her archM brows, fuch a grace 

Sheds itfelf through the face, 
As above there triumphs to the life, 
All the gain, all the good of the ele- 
ments' flrife. 

Have you feen but a bright lily grow. 
Before rude hands has touched it ? 

Have you mark'd but the fall of the fnow. 
Before the foil hath fmutched it ? 
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Have you felt the wool of the beaver. 

Or fwan's down ever ? 
Or have fmelled o' the bud of the brier ? 

Or the 'nard in the fire ? 
Or have tafted the bag of the bee ? 
O fo white I O fo foft I O fo fweet is 

fhe I (* Underwoods.')* 

r 



CHANGE IN STUDIES. 

Why Ihould not divers ftudies at divers 
hours delight, when the variety is able 
alone to refrefti and repair us ? As when 
a man is weary of writing, to read ; and 
then again of reading, to write. Wherein, 
however, we do many things, yet are we 
(in a fort) Hill frefh to what we begin. 
We are recreated with change, as the 
flomach is with meats. But fome will 
fay, this variety breeds confufion, and 
makes, that either we lofe all, or hold 
no more than the laft Why do we not 
then perfuade hufbandmen that they 
fhould not till land ; help it with marie, 

* From * A Celebration of Charis.* Jonson 
introduced the last two stanzas into TAe Devil 
is an Ass (Act ii. sc 2), sung by Wittipol. — F. 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 



37 



lime, and compofl? plant hop-gardens, 
prune trees, look to bee-hives, rear iheep, 
and all other cattle at once ? It is eafier 
to do many things and continue, than to 
do one thing long. (* Difcoveries.')* 



r 



CHANGE. 

Change into extremity is very fre- 
quent and eafy. As when a beggar 
fuddenly grows rich, he commonly be- 
comes a prodigal ; for to obfcure his 
former obfcurit}', he puts on riot and 
excefs. {Ibid,) 

* Surely there can be no risk of exciting party 
feeling if it is here recorded as a crowning 
example of this teaching, that Mr. Gladstone 
has often given change as the secret of his seem- 
ing miraculous activities ? Statesmanship and 
Homer, oratory and Dante, felling of trees and 
a philosophical-theological argument, translat- 
ing classics and pronouncing a favourable 
verdict on some humble or great book, indi< 
cate the G. O. M.'s many-sidedness and unspent 
vitality. — G. 



r 



E 
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COUNSEL. 

No man is fo foolifh, but may give 
another good counfel fomctimes ; and no 
man is fo wife, but may ealily err, if he 
will take no other's counfel but his own. 
But very few men are wife by their 
own counfel ; or learned by their own 
teaching. For he that was only taught 
by himfelf (Aoro3/3a<rxaXo;) had a fool 
to his mafter. {Ibid,) 

CIRCUMSPECTION IN GIVING 
COUNSEL. 

Next a good life, to beget love in the 
perfons we counfel, by diffembling our 
knowledge of ability in ourfelves, and 
avoiding all fufpicion of arrogance, 
afcribing all to their infh'u6lion, as an 
ambaffador to his mafter, or a fubjedl to 
his fovereign ; feafoning all with hu- 
manity [qu. humility?] and fweetnefs, 
only expreiling care and folicitude. 
{Ibid.) 



r 
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C ALUM NT, 

I am beholden to Calumny, that fhe 
hath fo endeavoured and taken pains to 
belie me. It ihall make me fet a furer 
guard on myfelf and keep a better watch 
upon my actions. {Jbid^ 



r 



BEN yONSON'S CHILDREN. 

I. On my Fir ft Daughter, 

Here lies, to each her parents* ruth, 
Mary, the daughter of their youth ; 
Yet all Heaven's gifts being Heaven's 

due. 
It makes the father lefs to rue. 
At fix months'end ftie parted hence, 
With fafety of her innocence ; 
Who's foul Heaven's queen, who's name 

fhe bears, 
In comfort of her mother's tears, 
Hath placed amongfl her virgin-train : 
Where while that, fevered, doth remain. 
This grave partakes the flefhly birth ; 
Which cover lightly, gentle earth. 

(' Epigrams.') 
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2. On my Firft Son, 
[Born, 1596 ; died, 1603.] 

Farewell, thou child of my right hand, 

and joy ; 
My fin was too much hope of thee, 

lov'd boy : 
Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I 

thee pay 
Exadled by thy fate, on the juft day. 
O, could I lofe all father now ! for 

why 
Will man lament the ftate he fhould 

envy? 
To have fo foon Tcaped world's and 

flefh's rage. 
And, if no other mifery, yet age ! 
Reft in foft peace, and afk'd, fay here 

doth lie 
Ben Jonson his beft piece of poetry : 
For whofe fake henceforth all his vows 

be fuch 
As what he loves may never like too 

much* (Ibid,) 



r 
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CHJRAC 7'ER— PROBITY- 
WISDOM. 

The two chief things that give a man 
reputation in counfel are the opinion of 
his honefly and the opinion of his wif- 
dom. The authority of thofe two will 
perfuade, when the fame counfel uttered 
by other perfons lefs qualified, are of no 
efficacy or working. ('Difcoveries.') 

r 

FITA RECTA. 

Wifdom without honefty is mere craft 
and cofenage. And therefore the repu- 
tation of honefty muft firft be gotten ; 
which cannot be but by living well. A 
good life is a main argument. {Ibid.) 

r 

I'HE CLMSICS—No Blind Worfiip 

of them. 

I know nothing can conduce more to 
Letters than to examine the writings of 
the Ancients, and not to reft in their fole 
authority, or take all upon truft from 
them ; provided the plagues of judging 
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and pronouncing againfl them be away^ 
fuch as are envy, bitternefs, precipita- 
tion, impudence, and fcurril fcoffing. 
For to all the obfervations of the 
Ancients we have our own experience ; 
which, if we will ufe and apply, we 
have better means to pronounce. It is 
true they opened the gates and made the 
way that went before us ; but as guides, 
not commanders : Non domini noftri,fed 
duces fuere. Truth lies open to all. It 
is no man's feveral [ = private poffeffion]. 
Patet omniquis Veritas : nondum eft occupata. 
Mult a ex ilia etiam futuris reli8a funt, 
{Ibid,) 

r 

The. Same, 

If in fome things I diflent from others, 
whofe wit, induftry, diligence, and judg- 
ment I look up at and admire ; let me 
not therefore hear prefently of ingrati- 
tude and raihnefs. For I thank thofe 
that have taught me, and will ever ; but 
yet dare not think the fcope of their 
labour and inquiry was to envy their 
pofterity what they alfo could add and 
find out. (Ibid,) 
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The Same. 

If I err, pardon me : Nulla ars fimul 
et inventa eft et absoluta. I do not deiire 
to be equal to thofe that went before ; 
but to have my reafon examined with 
theirs, and fo much faith to be given 
them, or me, as thofe (hall evi6i 
[== evince]. I am neither author nor 
fautor [ = abettor] of any fedl. I will 
have no man addi£b himfelf to me ; but 
if I have anything right, defend it as 
Truth's, not mine, fave as it conduceth 
to a common good. It profits not me to 
have any man fence or fight for me, to 
fiourifh, or take my fide. Stand for 
Truth, and 'tis enough. {J bid.) 

r 

ROTAL CLEMENCr. 

A Prince fhould eiercife his cruelty 
not by himfelf, but by his miniflers ; fo 
he may fave himfelf and his dignity 
with his people, by facrificing thofe 
when he lifl, faith the great dodlor of 
State, Machiavell. But I say, he puts 
off* man, and goes into a beafl, that is 
cruel. No virtue is a prince's own, or 
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becomes him more, than this clemency : 
and no glory is greater than to be able 
to fave with his power. Many punifh- 
ments fometimes, and in fome cafes, as 
much difcredit a prince, as many funerals 
a phyfician. The ftate of things is fecured 
by clemency ; feverity repreffeth a few, 
but irritates more. The lopping of 
trees makes the boughs ihoot out thicker ; 
and the taking away of fome kind of 
enemies increafeth the number. It is 
then mod gracious in a prince to pardon, 
when many about him would make him 
cruel ; to think then how much he can 
fave, when others tell him how much he 
can deftroy ; not to confider what the 
impotence of others hath demolifhed, 
but what his own greatnefs can fuftain. 
Thefe are a prince's virtues : and they 
that give him other counfels are but the 
hangman's fadors. {Ibid,) 

r 

CLOTHES. 

Dejectio Aulic, — ^A dejedled counten- 
ance and mean clothes beget often a 
contempt, but it is with the fhalloweft 
creatures ; courtiers commonly : look 
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up even with them in a new fuit, you 
get above them ftraight. Nothing is 
more fhort-lived than pride. It is but 
while their clothes laft. Stay but while 
thefe are worn out, you cannot wifli the 
thing more wretched or dejefted. 
{Ibid.) 

r 

MEETING OFCONSPIRJTORS. 

The morning of the confpiracy, — Lentulus, 
Cethegus, and Catiline meety before 
the other Confpirators are ready. 

Lent, It is methinks a morning full of 

fate : 
It rifeth (lowly, as her fullen car 
Had all the weights of fleep and death 

hung at it. 
She is not rofy-finger'd, but fwoln black. 
Her face is like a water turn'd to blood. 
And her fick head is bound about with 

clouds. 
As if fhe threatened night ere noon of 

day ! 
It does not look as it would have a hail* 
Or health wifli'd in it, as on other 

morns. 

♦ 'Ave Maria r-^G, 




Cet, Why, all the fitter, Lentulus : 
our coming 
Is not for falutation : we have bufinefs. 
Cat. Said nobly, brave Cethegus. 

Where's Autronius ? 
Cet. Is he not come ? 
Cat. Not here. 
Cet. Nor Vargunteius ? 
Cat. Neither. 

Cet. A fire in their beds and bofoms, 
That fo well ferve their (loth rather than 

virtue.* 
They are no Romans and at fuch~ high 
need 

As now 

Lent. Both they, Longinus, Lecca, 
Curius, 
Fulvius, Gabinius, gave me word laft 

night, 
By Lucius Beftia, they would all be here, 
And early. 

Cet. Yes ! as you, had I not call'd 
you. 
Come, we all fleep, and are mere dor- 
mice; flies 
A little lefs than dead: more dulnefs 
hangs 

* —valour. — G. 
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On us than on the morn. We are fpirit- 

bound, 
In ribs of ice ; our whole bloods are 

one ftone : 
And honour cannot thaw us, nor our 

wants, 
Though they burn hot as fevers to our 

flates. 
Cat. I mufe they would be tardy at an 

hour 
Of fo great purpofe, 

Cet, If the gods had call'd 
Them to a purpofe, they would juft have 

come 
With the fame tortoife-fpeed ; that are 

thus flow 
To fuch an adtion, which the gods will 

envy; 
As afking no lefs means than all their 

powers 
Conjoined to elFed. I would have feen 

Rome burnt 
By this time, and her aflies in an 

urn ; 
The kingdom of the fenate rent afunder ; 
And the degenerate talking gown run 

frighted 
Out of the air of Italy. 
Cat, Spirit of men. 
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Thou heart of our great enterprife, how 

much 
I love thefe voices in thee ! 

Cet, O the days 
Of Sylla's fway when the free fword 

took leave 
To a6^ all that it would t 
Cat, And was familiar 

With entrails, as our augurs 

Cet, Sons kill'd fathers, 

Brothers their brothers 

Cat, And had price and praife : 
All hate and licence given it ; all rage 
reins. 
Cet, Slaughter beftrid the flreets, and 
ftretch'd himfelf 
To feem more huge ; whilft to his 

Aained thighs, 
The gore he drew flowed up, and carried 

down 
Whole heaps of limbs and bodies through 

his arch. 
No age was fpared, no fex. 

Cat, Nay, no degree 

Cet. Not infants in the porch of life 
were free. 
The fick, the old, that could but hope a 

day 
Longer by nature's bounty, not let flay. 
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Virgins and widows^ matrons, pregnant 

wives. 
All died. 

Cat. 'Twas crime enough that they 
had lives. 
To ftrike but only thofe that could do 

hurt, 
Was dull and poor. Some fell to make 

the number ; 
As fome, the prey. 

Cet, The rugged Charon fainted, 
And afk'd a navy rather than a boat, 
To ferry over the fad world that 

fame : 
The maws and dens of beaHs could not 

receive 
The bodies that thofe fouls were frighted 

from ; 
And cVn the graves were fill'd with men 

yet living, 
Whofe flight and fear had mix*d them 
with the dead. 
Cat, And this fhall be again, and 
more, and more. 
Now Lentulus, the third Cornelius, 
Is to (land up in Rome. 

Lent, Nay, urge not that 
Is fo uncertain. 
Cat, How ! 
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Lent, I mean^ not clear'd ; 
And therefore not to be reflected on. 
Cat, The Sibyrs leaves uncertain ! or 
the comments, 
Of our grave, deep, divining men, not 
clear I 
Lent, All prophecies, you know, fuffer 

the torture. 
Cat, But this already hath confefT'd, 
without ; 
And fo been weighed, examined, and 

compared. 
As 'twere malicious ignorance in him 
Would faint in the belief. 
Lent, Do you believe it ? 
Cat, Do I love Lentulus, or pray to 

fee it ? 
Lent, The augurs all are conilant I 

am meant 
Cat, They had loft their fcience elfe. 

Lent, They count from Cinna 

Cat, And Sylla next and fo make 

you the third : 
All that can fay the fun is rifen, muft 
think it. 
Lent, Men mark me more of late as I 

come forth ! 
Cat, Why, what can they do lefs ? 
Cinna and Sylla 
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Are fet and gone ; and we muft turn 

our eyes 
On him that is, and fhines. Noble 

Cethegus, 
But view him with me here I He looks 

already 
As if he (hook a fceptre o*er the fenate, 
And the awed purple dropped their rods 

and axes. 
The ftatues melt again, and houfehold 

gods 
In groans confefs the travails of the city: 
The very walls fweat blood before the 

change ; 
And ftones ftart out to ruin, ere it comes. 
Cet, But he, and we, and all, are idle 

ftill. 
Lent. I am your creature, Sergius ; 

and whatever 
The great Cornelian name fhall win 

to be. 
It is not augury, nor the Sibyl's books. 
But Catiline, that makes it. 

Cat. I am a fhadow 
To honoured Lentulus, and Cethegus 

here ; 
Who are the heirs of Mars. 

(* Catiline his Confpiracy : a 
Tragedy,' i. i.) 
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THEOLOGICJL-ECCLESIJS" 
TICAL CONTROVERSIES, 

Controversy fcriptores, — More Andaba- 
tarum qui claujis oculis pugnant. Some 
con trover ters in divinity are like fwag- 
gerers in a tavern, that catch that 
which ftands next them, the candle- 
ftick, or pots ; turn everything into a 
weapon : ofttimes they fight blindfold, 
and both beat the air. The one milks 
a he-goat, the other holds under a fieve. 
Their arguments are as flucive [ = fluc- 
tuant?] as liquor spilt upon a table, which 
with your finger you may drain as you 
will. Such controverfies, or difputa- 
tions (carried with more labour than 
profit) are odious ; where moft times 
the truth is loft in the mjdft, or left un- 
touched. And the fruit of their fight is, 
that they fpit one upon another, and are 
both defiled. Thefe fencers in religion 
I like not. (* Discoveries.') 



r 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 53 



ROMAN CATHOLIC, 

He will not fwear, he has fome referva- 
tion, 

Some conceal'd purpofe and clofe mean- 
ing fure ; 

Elfe, being urg*d fo much, how fhould 
he choofe 

But lend an oath to all this protefla- 
tion ? 

He's no precifian, that Vm certain of. 

This rigid Roman Catholic ; he'll play 

At fayles and tick-tack ; I have heard 
him fwear. 

(* Every Man in his Humour,' 
Act iii., fc. 2.)* 

* This early occurrence (1596?) of * Roman 
Catholic * — not found in Shakespeare — is 
noticeable. Fayles = a very old table-game, 
one of the numerous varieties of backgammon. 
— Douce. * Tick-tack,' a kind of complicated 
backgammon, played with pegs at the side of 
the ^ard, as well as with the men and dice 
in the ordinary mode. — Gifford. — G. 
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CRITICS. 

To judge of poets is only the faculty of 
poets ; and not of all poets, but the beft. 
Nemo infelicius de poetis judicavit^ quam 
qui de poetis fcripfit (* Seneca, de brev. 
vit,' c. 13, et ep. 88). But fome will 
fay critics are a kind of tinkers, that 
make more faults than they mend or- 
dinarily. See their difeafes and thofe 
of grammarians. It is true, many 
bodies are the worfe for the meddling 
with ; and the multitude of phyficians 
hath defboyed many found patients with 
their wrong pradlice. But the office of i 
a true critic or cenfor is, not to throw 
by a letter anywhere, or damn an inno- 
cent fyllable, but lay the words together 
and amend them ; judge fincerely of 
the author and his matter, which is the 
iign of fober and perfedl learning in a 
man. Such was Horace, an author of 
much civility ; and (if any one among 
the heathen can be) the beft mailer both 
of virtue and wifdom ; an excellent 
and true judge upon caufe and reafon ; 
not becaufe he thought fo, but becaufe 
he knew fo, out of ufe and experience. 
(* Difcoveries.') 

r. 

r 
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OF DEJTH. 

He that fears Death, or mourns it, in 

the juft, 
Shows of the RefurredUon little truft. 

(* Epigrams.') 



r 



OF LIFE JND DEJTH. 

The ports of death are fins ; of life 

good deeds ; 
Through which our merit leads us to 

our meeds. 
How wilful blind is he, then, that would 

ftray. 
And hath it in his power to make his 

way ! 
This world Death's region is, the other 

Life's ; 
And here, it (hould be one of our firft 

ftrifes. 
So to front Death, as men might judge 

us pad it : 
For good men but fee Death, the wicked 

tafte it. {• Epigrams.')* 

* Line i, 'ports' = portse — gates, not 
harbours. — G. 
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EARLY DEATH. 

It is not growing like a tree 
In bulk, doth make men better be; 
Or (landing long an oak, three hun- 
dred year. 
To fall a log at laft, dry, bald, and 
fere ; 
A lily of a day. 
Is fairer far in May, 
Although it fall and die that night ; 
It was the plant and flower of light : 
In fmall proportions we great beauties 

fee ; 
And in ftiort meafures, life may perfeft 
be. 
(On Sir H. Monfon in * Underwoods':, 
the Strophe or Turn.) 

r 

DICTATORSHIP— ARISTO TLB. 

Nothing is more ridiculous than to 
make an author a didator, as the Schools 
have done Ariftotle. The damage is 
infinite knowledge receives by it ; for 
to many things a man (hould owe but a 
temporary belief, and fufpenfion of his 
own judgment, not an abfolute reiigna- 
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tion of himfelf, or a perpetual captivity. 
Let Ariftotle and others have their dues ; 
but if we can make further difcoveries 
of truth and fitnefs than they, why are 
we envied ? Let us beware, while we 
ftrive to add, we do not diminifh or de- 
face ; we may improve, but not aug- 
ment. By difcrediting falfehood, truth 
grows in requeft. We muft not go 
about, like men anguifhed and perplexed, 
for vicious affeftation of praife ; but 
calmly ftudy the feparation of opinions, 
find the errors here intervened, awake 
antiquity, call former times into queftion ; 
but make no parties with the prefent, 
nor follow any fierce undertakers ; mingle 
no matter of doubtful credit with the 
fimplicity of truth, but gently ftir the 
mould about the root of the quefHon, 
and avoid all digladiations [ =» difcuriive- 
nefs], facility of credit, or fuperftitious 
fimplicity; feek the concurrency and 
concatenation of truth ; (loop only to 
point of neceflity and what leads to 
convenience. Then make exadl animad- 
verfion where ftyle hath degenerated, 
where flourifhed and thrived in choice- 
nefs of phrafe, round and clear compo- 
iition of fentence, fweet falling of the 
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claufe, varying an illuftration of tropes 
and figures, weight of matter, worth of 
fubjeft, foundnefs of argument, life of 
invention, and depth of judgment. This 
is monte potiri, to get the hill ; for ao 
perfect difcovery can be made upon a 
Hat or level. (' Difcoveries.*) 

r 

ASCENT TO DIG N ITT. 

Principum varia. — FirmiJJima vero 
omnium bafis jus hareditarium Principis. — 
There is a great variation between him 
that is raifed to the fovereignty by the 
favour of his peers, and him that comes 
to it by the fuffrage of the people. The 
iirfl holds with more difficulty ; becaufe 
he hath to do with many that think 
themfelves his equals, and raifed him for 
their own greatnefs and oppreffion of 
the reft. The latter hath no upbraiders, 
but was raifed by them that fought to 
be defended from oppreffion : whofe 
end is both eafier and the honefler to 
fatisfy. Befide, while he hath the people 
to friend, who are a multitude, he hath 
the lefs fear of the nobility, who are 
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but few. Nor let the common proverb 
(of he that builds on the people builds 
on the dirt) difcredit my opinion : for 
this hath only place where an ambitious 
and private perfon, for fome popular 
end, trufls in them againft the public 
juftice and magiftrate. There they will 
leave him. But when a prince governs 
them, fo as they have ftill need of his 
adminifbation (for that is his art), he 
fhall ever make and hold them faithful. 
{Ibid.) 

r 

TO JOHN DONNE. 

Donne, the delight of Phoebus and each 

Mufe, 
Who, to thy one, all other brains re- 

fufe ; 
Whofe every work, of thy moft early 

wit, 
Came forth example, and remains fo, 

yet : 
Longer a knowing than moft wits do 

live, 
And which no affedtion praife enough 

can give ! 



6o * Brave Translunary Things ' 

To wit, thy language, letters, arts, beft 
life; 

Which might with half mankind main- 
tain a ftrife ; 

All which I meant to praife, and yet I 
would. 

But leave, becaufe I cannot as I fhould. 

(* Epigrams.')* 

r 

EPITAPH ON MICHAEL 
DRAYTON, 

Do, pious marble, let thy readers know 
What they, and what their children 

owe 
To Drayton's name ; whofe facred duft 
We recommend unto thy truft. 
Proteft his memory, and preferve his 

ftory. 
Remain a lafting monument of his 

glory,— 
And when thy ruins (hall difclaim 
To be the treafurer of his name ; 

* His complete Poetical Works will be 
found in Fuller Worthies Library, 2 vols. 
In the l.p. copies (4to.)is prefixed an exquisite 
portrait from Oliver's miniature, never before 
engraved. Bom 1573 : died 1631.' 
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His name, that cannot die, (hall be 
An everlafting monument to thee. 

(* Underwoods.')* 

r 

DRUNKARDS. 

Like drunkards, 
That buy the merry madncfs of one 

hour 
With the long irkfomenefs of following 

time 1 
O, how defpird and bafe a thing is man 
If he not ftrive t' eredl his grovelling 

thoughts 
Above the drain of flefti I 

C Cynthia's Revels.') 

r 

EDUCATION OF CHILDREN— 
PUBLIC, NOT PRIVATE. 

It pleafed your lordfhip of late, to afk 
my opinion touching the education of 
your fons, and efpecially to the advance- 
ment of their ftudies. To which, 
though I returned fomewhat for the 

* Born 1563 : died 1631. Goldsmith did 
not know who * Michael Drayton ' was when 
he read above in Westminster Abbey. — G. 
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prefent, which rather manifefted a will 
in me than gave any juft refolution to 
the thing propounded ; I have upon 
better cogitation called thofe aids about 
me, both of mind and memory, which 
fhall venture my thoughts clearer if not 
fuller, to your lordfhip's demand. I 
confefs, my lord, they will feem but 
petty and minute things I fhall offer to 
you, being writ for children, and of 
them. But ftudies have their infancy 
as well as creatures. We fee in men, 
even the flrongefl compofltions had their 
beginnings from milk and the cradle ; 
and the wifefl tarried fometimes about 
apting their mouths to letters and 
fyllables. In their education, therefore, 
the care mufl be the greater had of their 
beginnings, to know, examine and 
weigh their natures ; which though 
they be proner in fome children to 
fome difciplines ; yet are they naturally 
prompt to take all by degrees, and with 
change. For change is a kind of re- 
frefhing in fludies, and infufeth know- 
ledge by way of recreation. Thence 
the fchool itfelf is called a play or game ; 
and all letters are fo befl taught to 
fcholars. They fhould not be af- 
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frighted or deterred in their entry, 
but drawn on with exercife and emu- 
lation. A youth fhould not be made to 
hate ftudy, before he know the caufes 
to love it ; or tafte the bitternefs before 
the fweet ; but called on and allured, 
entreated and praifed : yea, when he 
deferves it not. For which caufe I 
wifh them fent to the beft fchool, and a 
public, which I think the beft. Your 
lordihip, I fear, hardly hears of that, 
as willing to breed them in your eye, 
and at home, and doubting their 
manners [ = morals] may be corrupted 
abroad. They are in more danger in 
your own family, among ill fervants 
(allowing they be fafe in their fchool- 
mafter), than among a thoufand boys, 
however immodeft. Would we did not 
fpoil our children, and overthrow their 
manners ourfelves by too much in- 
dulgence 1 To breed them at home is 
to breed them in a ihade ; where in a 
fchool they have the light and heat 
of the fun. They are ufed and accuf- 
tomed to things and men. When they 
come forth into the Commonwealth, 
they find nothing new, or to feek. 
They have made their friendihips 
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and aids, fome to lafl their age. 
They hear what is commanded to others 
as well as themfelves. Much approved, 
much corrected ; all which they bring 
to their own ftore and ufe, and learn as 
much as they hear. Eloquence would 
be but a poor thing if we fhould only 
converfe with fingulars :* fpeak but man 
and man together. Therefore I like 
no private breeding. I would fend 
them where their induftry fhould be 
daily increafed by praife ; and that 
kindled by emulation. It is a good 
thing to influence the mind, and though 
ambition itfelf be a vice, it is often the 
caufe of great virtue. Give me that 
wit whom praife excites, glory puts on, 
or difgrace grieves ; he is to be nourifhed 
with ambition, pricked forward with 
honour, checked with reprehenfion, and 
never to be fufpefted of floth. Though 
he be given to play, it is a fign of fpirit 
and livelinefs, fo there be a mean had of 
their fports and relaxations. And from 
the rod or ferule I would have them 
free, as from the menace of them ; for 
it is both deformed and fervile. (* Dif- 
coveries,') 

* individuals, — G. 
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AN ELECT. 

Fair friend, 'tis true, your beauties 
move. 

My heart to a refpeft ; 
Too little to be paid with love, 

Too great for your negleft. 

I neither love, nor yet am free, 
For though the Hame I find 

Be not intenfe in the degree, 
*Tis of the pureft kind. 

It little wants of love but pain ; 

Your beauty takes my fenfe ; 
And left you fhould that pure difdain. 

My thoughts too feel the influence. 

*Tis not a paifion's firft accefs. 

Ready to multiply ; 
But like love's calmeft flate it is 

PofTeft with vidlory. 

It is like love to truth reduc'd, 

All the falfe values gone ; 
Which were created, and indue'd 

By fond imagination. 

'Tis either fancy or 'tis fate 

To love you more than I : 
I love you at your beauty's rate, 

Lefs were an injury. 
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Like unftampt gold, I weigh each grace. 

So that you may colledl 
Th' intrinfic value of your face 

Safely from my refpeft. 

And this refpeft would merit love 

Were not fo fair a fight 
Payment enough ; for who dares move 

Reward for his delight. 

(' Underwoods.') 

r 

QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

Epilogue to ' Every Man out of bis Humour y 
spoken at the Reprefentation before her 
Majefty^ 

Macilente, Never till now did] objed 

greet mine eyes 
With any light content ; but in her 

graces 
All my malicious powers have loll their 

ftings. 
Envy is fled my foul at fight of her. 
And fhe hath chaf 'd all black thoughts 

from my bofom. 
Like as the fun doth darknefs from the 

world. 
My fbeam of humour is run out of me. 




And as our city's torrent, bent t' infe£t 

The hallow'd bowels of the filver 
Thames, 

Is check'd by ftrength and clearnefs of 
the river. 

Till it hath fpent itfelf even at the 
fhore ; 

So in the ample and unmeafur'd flood 

Of her perfedions, are my paflions 
drown 'd ; 

And I have now a fpirit as fweet and 
clear 

As the more rarefied and fubtle air, — 

With which, and with a heart as pure as 
lire, 

Yet humble as the earth, do I im- 
plore. [Kneels,^ 

O Heaven, that She, whofe prefence 
hath effefted 

This change in me, may fuffer moil late 
change 

In her admir'd and happy govern- 
ment : 

May (till this ifland be called Fortunate, 

And rugged Treafon tremble at the 
found. 

When Fame Ihall fpeak it with an 
emphafis. 

Let foreign polity be dull as lead. 




And pale Invafion come with half a 

heart> 
When he but looks upon her bleffed 

foil. 
The thought of War be ftopt within her 

Land, 
And turtle-footed Peace dance fairy 

rings 
About her Court ; where never may 

there come 
Sufpedl or danger, but all truft and 

fafety. 
Let Flattery be dumb, and Envy blind 
In her royal prefence ; Death himfelf 

admire her ; 
And may her virtues make him to forget 
The ufe of his inevitable hand. 
Fly from her. Age ; fleep. Time, before 

her throne : 
Our ftrongeft wall falls down when fhe 

is gone. 

r 

EPIGRAMS : TO MT MERE 
ENGLISH C EN SURER. 

To thee my way in Epigrams feems 

new, 
When both it is the old way, and the 

true. 
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Thou fayft that cannot be ; for thou 

haft feen 
Davis and Weever, and the beft have 

been, 
And mine came nothing like. I hope 

fo ; yet. 
As theirs did with thee, mine might 

credit yet, 
If thou*dft but ufe thy faith as thou 

didft then. 
When thou wert wont t' admire, not 

cenfure men. 
Prithee believe ftill, and not judge fo 

fast : 
Thy faith is all the knowledge that thou 

haft. (' Epigrams.*)* 

* Line 4, * Davis' is Sir John Davies 
(spelled * Davis * frequenter contemporarily) ; 
not, as Professor Ward says, *John Davies, 
author of " The Scourge of Folly." * The re- 
ference is to the * Epigrams ' of Sir John and 
Marlowe, printed at Middleborough. John 
Weever, as the same states, was not only author 
of * Funeral Monuments,' but also of a volume 
entitled ' Epigram mes in the oldest cut and 
newest fashion : A twise seven houres' (in so 
many weekes) studie. No longer (like the 
fashion) not unlike to continue. . . . John 
Weever, 1599/— G. 

r 
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ENFT JND CJLUMNT. 

Envy is no new thing, nor was it 
born only in our times. The ages paft 
have brought it forth, and the coming 
ages will. So long as there are men fit 
for it, quorum odium virtute reliBa placet^ 
it will never be wanting. It is a bar- 
barous envy, to take from thofe men's 
virtues, which becaufe thou canft not 
arrive at, thou impotently defpaireft to 
imitate. Is it a crime in me that I 
know that, which others had not yet 
known but from me ? or that I am the 
author of many things, which never 
would have come in thy thought, but 
that I taught them ? It is a new but 
a foolish way you have found out, that 
whom you cannot equal or come near 
in doing, you would deftroy or ruin 
with evil fpeaking : as if you had 
bound both your wits and natures 
prentices to (lander, and then come 
forth the beft artificers, when you could 
form the fouleft calumnies... . . Indeed, 
nothing is of more credit or requeft 
now, than a petulant paper or fcoffing 
verfes ; and it is but convenient to the 
times and manners we live with, to 
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have them the worft writings and ftudies 
flourish, when the beft begin to be de- 
fpifed. 111 afts begin where good end. 
. , . The time was when men would 
learn and ftudy good things, not envy 
thofe that had them. Then men were 
had in price for learning ; now Letters 
only make men vile. He is upbraid- 
ingly called a poet, as if it were a con- 
temptible nick-name : but the profeflbrs, 
indeed, have made the learning cheap. 
Railing and tinkling rhymers, whofe 
writings the vulgar more greedily read, 
as being taken with the fcurrility and 
petulancy of fuch wits. He Ihall not 
have a reader now, unlefs he jeer and 
lie. It is the food of men's natures ; 
the diet of the times ! gallants cannot 
fleep elfe. The writer muft lie, and 
the gentle reader refts happy to hear 
the worthieft works milinterpreted, the 
cleareft anions obfcured, the innocenteft 
life traduced ; and in fuch a licenfe of 
lying, a field fo fruitful of flanders, how 
can there be matter wanting to his 
laughter ? Hence comes the epidemical 
infeftion ; for how can they efcape the 
contagion of the writings, whom the 
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virulency of the calumnies hath not ftaved 
off from reading ? (' Difcoveries.') 

r 

EPODE.---MORAL PURITT. 

Not to know vice at all, and keep true 
ftate. 

Is virtue, and not fate : 
Next to that virtue, is to know vice 
well. 

And her black fpite expel ; 
Which to effeft (lince no heart is fo fure. 

Or fafe, but fhe'll procure 
Some way of entrance, we muft plant a 
guard 

Of thoughts to watch, and ward 
At the eye and ear, the ports* unto the 
mind ; 

That no flrange or unkind 
Objedl arrive there, but the heart, our 

Give knowledge inftantly 
To wakeful reafon, our affeftions* king : 

Who, in th' examining. 
Will quickly tafte the treafon, and 
commit 

Clofe, the clofe caufe of it. 

* gates, —G, 
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*Ti8 the fecureft policy we have, 

To make our fenfe our flave. 
But this true course is not embraced by- 
many : 

By many ! fcarce by any. 
For either our affeftions do rebel, 

Or elfe the fentinel, 
That fhould ring 'larum to the heart, 
doth fleep ; 

Or fome great thought doth keep 
Back the intelligence, and falfely 
fwears 

They are bafe and idle fears 
Whereof the loyal confcience fo com- 
plains ; 

Thus by thefe fubtle trains* 
Do feveral fancies invade the mind, 

And ftrike our reafon blind. 
Of which ufurping rank, some have 
thought love 

The firft ; as prone to move 
Moft frequent tumults, horrors, and 
unrefts, 

In our enfiamM breads : 
But this doth from the cloud of error 
grow, ^ 

Which thus we over-blow. 

* snares, — G. 
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The thing they here call Love, is blind 
delire, 

Arm*d with bow, Ihafts, and lire ; 
Inconftant, like the fea, of whence 'tis 
born, 

Rough, fwelling, like a ftorm : 
With whom who fails, rides on the surge 
of fear, 

And boils, as if he were 
In a continual tempeft. Now, true love 

No fuch effedls doth prove ; 
That is an efTence far more gentle, fine. 

Pure, perfedl, nay divine ; 
It is a golden chain let down from 
Heaven, 

Whofe links are bright and even ; 
That falls like fleep on lovers, and com- 
bines 

The foft and fweeteft minds 
In equal knots : this bears no brands, 
nor darts, 

To murder different hearts. 
But in a calm, and god-like unity, 

Preferves community. 
O, who is he, that in this peace, enjoys 

The elixir of all joys ? 
A form more frelh than are the Eden 
bowers. 

And lading as her flowers ; 
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Richer than Time, and as Time's virtue 
rare ; 

Sober, as faddeft Care ; 
A fixed thought, an eye untaught to 
glance ; 

Who, bleft with fuch high chance, 
Would, at fuggeftion of a fteep defire, 

Call himfelf from the fpire 
Of all his happinefs ? But foft ! I hear 

Some vicious fool draw near. 
That cries, we dream, and fwears there's 
no fuch thing 

As this chafte love we fing. 
Peace, Luxury, thou art like one of 
thofe 

Who, being at fea, fuppofe 
Becaufe they move, the continent doth fo. 

No, Vice, we let thee know. 
Though thy wild thoughts with fparrows* 
wings do Hie, 

Turtles can chaftly die ; 
And yet, (in this t* exprefs ourfelves 
more clear) 

We do not number here 
Such fpirits as are only continent, 

Becaufe LuiFs means are fpent : 
Or thofe who doubt the common mouth 
of Fame, 

And for their place and name, 
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Cannot fo fafely fm ; their chaftity 

Is rare neceffity. 
Nor mean we thofe whom vows and 
confcience 

Have filPd with abftinence : 
Though we acknowledge, who can fo 
abHain, 

Makes a moft blefT^d gain. 
He that for love of goodnefs hateth 

ill. 

Is more crown-worthy ftill, 
Than he which for fin's penalty for- 
bears ; 

His heart fins, though he fears. 
But we propofe a perfon like our Dove, 

Grac'd with a Phoenix' love ; 
A beauty of that clear and fparkling 
light, 

Would make a day of night. 
And turn the blacked forrows to bright 
joys; 

Whofe odorous breath deftroys 
All tafte of bitternefs, and makes the air 

As fweet as Ihe is fair. 
A body fo harmonioufly compofed. 

As if Nature difclofed 
All her beft fymmetry in that one 
feature ! 

O, fo divine a creature. 
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Who could be falfe to ? Chiefly, when 
he knows 

How only Ihe beftows 
The wealthy treafure of her love on 
him ; 

Making his fortunes fwim 
In the full flood of her admired per- 
fection ! 

What favage, brute aff^eftion, 
Would not be fearful to ofi^end a dame 

Of this excelling frame I 
Much more a noble and right generous 
mind, 

To virtuous moods inclined. 
That knows the weight of guilt ; he 
will refrain 

From thoughts of fuch a fliame, 
And to his fenfe objeft this fentence 
ever, 

* Man may fecurely fin, but fafely 
never.' 

(' The Foreft/)* 

* Too often mutilated, cg,^ even by Professor 
A. W.Ward ('English Poets'). The Epode 
stands second only to Marvell's great Horatian 
Ode on Cromwell. Both ascend far out of 
sight of Horace, whom they profess to follow. 
— G. 
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EVILS TO BE EXPOSED. 

If men may by no means write 
freely, or fpeak truth, but • when it 
offends not ; why do phylicians cure 
with fharp medicines, or corrolives ? Is 
not the fame equally lawful in the cure 
of the mind that is in the cure of the 
body? Some vices, you will fay, are 
fo foul, that it is better they fhould be 
done than fpoken. But they that take 
offence where no name, charadler, or 
fignature doth blazon them, feem to 
me like affedled as women, who if they 
hear anything ill fpoken of the ill of 
their fex, are prefently moved, as if the 
contumely refpefted them particular : 
and on the contrary, when they hear 
good of good women, conclude that it 
belongs to them all. If I fee any thing 
that toucheth me, fhall I come forth a 
betrayer of myfelf prefently ? No ; if 
I be wife, Fll diffemble it ; if honeft, 
I'll avoid it, left I publifh that on my 
own forehead which I faw there noted 
without a title. A man that is on the 
mending hand will either ingenuoufly 
confefs or wifely diffemble his difeafc. 
And the wife and virtuous will never 
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think any thing belongs to themfelves 
that is written, but rejoice that the 
good are warned not to be fuch ; and 
the ill to leave to be fuch. The perfon 
offended hath no reafon to be offended 
with the writer, but with himfelf ; and 
fo to declare that properly to belong to 
him, what was fo fpoken of all men, as 
it could be no man's feveral, but his that 
would wilfully and defperately claim it. 
It fufficcth I know what kind of perfons 
I difpleafe, men bred in the declining 
and decay of virtue, betrothed to their 
own vices ; that have abandoned or 
proftituted their good names ; hungry 
and ambitious of infamy, invefted in 
all deformity, enthralled to ignorance 
and malice, of a hidden and concealed 
malignity, and that hold a concomitancy 
with all evil. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 

EFIL'DISPOSED AND SORDID 
READERS OF BOOKS AND 
WRITERS. 

De mdign.ftudentium. — There be fome 
men are born only to fuck out the 
poifon of books : Habent venerium pro 
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viSlu^ im\ pro deiiciis. And fuch are 
they that only relifh the obfcene and 
foul things in poets ; which makes the 
profeflion taxed [ = condemned or mif- 
judged]. But by whom ? Men that 
watch for it ; and (had they not had 
this hint) are fo unjuft valuers of letters, 
as they think no learning good but what 
brings in gain. It fhows they them- 
felves would never have been of the 
profeffions they are, but for the profits 
and fees. But if another learning, well 
ufed, can inftrudl to good life, inform 
manners, no lefs perfuade and lead 
men, than they threaten and compel, 
and have no reward ; is it therefore 
the worft fludy ? I could never think 
the fludy of wifdom confined only to 
the philofopher ; or of piety to the 
Divine ; or of State to the Politic 
[ = politician] : but that he which can 
feign a Commonwealth (which is the 
poet) can govern it with counfels, 
flrengthen it with laws, correft it with 
judgments, inform it with religion and 
morals, is all thefe. We do not require 
in him mere elocution, or an excellent 
faculty in verfe, but the exa6l know- 
ledge of aH virtues, and their contraries. 
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with ability to render the one loved, 
the other hated, by his proper em- 
battling them. The philofophers did 
infolently, to challenge only to them- 
felves that which the greateft generals 
and graveft counfellors never durst. For 
fuch had rather do, than promife the 
beft things. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 

FAME. 

A Fame [ =^fama^ report or rumour, as 
in Bacon] that is wounded to the world, 
would be better cured by another's 
apology [ = defence] than its own ; • 
few can apply medicines well them- 
felves. Beiides, the man that is once 
hated, both his good and his evil deeds 
opprefs him. He is not eafily emergent. 
(' Difcoveries.') 

r 

FAMILIARITY OF GREAT 
ONES. 

Mores aulici. — I have difcovered that 
a feigned familiarity in great ones is a 
note of certain ufurpation on the Icfs. 
For great and popular men feign them- 
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felves to be fervants to others, to make 
thofe flaves to them. So the fifher pro- 
vides bait for the trout, roach, dace, 
etc., that they may be food to him. 
(* Difcoveries.*) 

r 

to mr, john fletcher 
upon his 'faithful 
shepherdess: 

The wife and many-headed bench, that 

fits 
Upon the life and death of plays and 

wits, 
(Compofed of gamefter, captain, knight, 

knight's man. 
Lady or pucelle, that wears mafk or 

fan. 
Velvet or taffata cap, rank'd in the dark 
With the Ihop's foreman, or fome fuch 

brave fpark. 
That may judge for his fixpence) had, 

before 
They faw it half, damn'd thy whole 

play, and more ; 
Their motives were, fince it had not to 

do 
With vices, which they look'd for, and 

came to. 



I, that am glad thy innocence was thy 

guilt, 
And wifh that aill the Mufes* blood were 

fpilt 
In fuch a martyrdom, to vex their eyes, 
Do crown thy murder'd poem; which 

fhall rife 
A glorified work to Time, when fire 
Or moths fhall eat what all thefe fools 

admire. 

(* Underwoods.')* 



r 



FOLLIES. 

Deftultitia. — What petty things they 
are we wonder at ! like children, that 
efleem every trifle, and prefer a fairing 
[ = market -gift] before their fathers. 
What difference is between us and 
them? but that we are dearer fools, 
coxcombs at a higher rate ? They 
are pleafed with cocklefhells, whifllcs, 
hobby-horfes, and fuch like ; we with 
flatues, marble pillars, pidlures, gilded 
roofs, where underneath is lath and 

* Born 1584 : died 1650. The • Faithful 
Shepherdess * was printed before 1610. — G. 
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lime, perhaps loam. Yet we take plea- 
fure in the lie, and are glad we can 
cozen ourfelves.* Nor is it only in our 
walls and ceilings ; but all that we call 
happinefs is mere painting and gilt ; 
and all for money : what a thin mem- 
brane of honour that is ! and how hath 
all true reputation fallen, iince money 
began to have any ! Yet the great 
herd, the multitude, that in all other 
things are divided, in this alone con- 
fpire and agree : to love money. They 
wifli for it, they embrace it, they adore 
it : while yet it is pofTefTed with greater 
ftir and torment than it is gotten. (' Dif- 
coveries.') 

r 

FOOLS, 

Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men's envy or admiration ; 
Free from care or forrow-taking. 
Selves and others merry-making : 
All they fpeak or do is fterling. 
Your Fool, he is your good man's 
darling, 

* Jonson long anticipated Ruskin's teaching 
on this and many other things, as the reflective 
reader will discover. — G. 
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And your ladies' fport and pleafure ; 
Tongue and bauble are his treafure. 
E'en his face begetteth laughter. 
And he fpeaks truth free from flaughter ; 
He's the grace of every feaft, 
And fometimes the chiefeft gueft ; 
Hath his trencher and his flool. 
When wit waits upon the Fool. 

O, who would not be 

He, he, he ! 

(* Volpone, or the Fox.') 

r 

FOPS AND FOPPERIES. 

De mollibus et effaminatis, — There is 
nothing valiant or folid to be hoped for 
from fuch as are always kempt and per- 
fumed, and every day fmell of the tailor ; 
the exceedingly curious [ = inquifitive], 
that are wholly in mending fuch an 
imperfeftion in the face, in taking 
away the morphew [ = leprous eruption] 
in the neck, or bleaching their hands 
at midnight, gumming and bridling their 
beards, or making the waift fmall, bind- 
ing it with hoops, while the mind runs 
at wafte. Too much pickednefs is not 
manly. Not from thofe that will jeft 
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at their own outward imperfedlions, but 
hide their ulcers within, their pride, 
luft, envy, ill-nature, with all the art 
and authority they can. Thefe perfons 
are in danger ; for whilft they think to 
juftify their ignorance by impudence, 
and their perfons by clothes and out- 
ward ornaments, they ufe but a com- 
miffion to deceive themfelves ; where, 
if we will look with our underftanding, 
and not our fenfes, we may behold 
virtue and beauty (though covered with 
rags) in their brightnefs ; and vice and 
deformity fo much the fouler, in having 
all the fplendour of riches to gild them, 
or the falfe light of honour and power 
to help them. Yet this is that where- 
with the world is taken, and runs mad 
to gaze on ; clothes and titles, the lord- 
linefs of fools. (' Difcoveries.') 

r 

FOR TUNE. 

Ill Fortune never cruihed that man 
whom good Fortune deceived not. I 
therefore have counfelled my friends 
never to truft to her fairer fide, though 
ihe feemed to make peace with them ; 
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but to place all things fhe gave them, 
fo as fhe might aflc them again without 
their trouble ; fhe might take them from 
them, not pull them ; to keep always a 
diftance between her and themfelves. 
He knows not his own ftrength, that 
hath not met adverlity. Heaven pre- 
pares good men with croiTes ; but no ill 
can happen to a good man. Contraries 
are not mixed. Yet, that which happens 
to any man may to every man. But it 
is in his reafon what he accounts it, and 
will make it. (* Difcoveries.*) 

r 

GLOVE. 

Thou more than moft fweet glove. 
Unto my more fweet love ; 
Suffer me to ftore with kiffes 
This empty lodging, that now miffes 
The pure rofy hand that wear thee, 
Whiter than the kid that bare thee. 
Thou art foft, but that was fofter ; 
Cupid's felf hath kift it ofter 
Than e'er he did his mother's doves. 
Suppoling her the Queen of Loves, 
That was thy miftrefs, beft of gloves. 

(' Cynthia's Revels.') 
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AN EPITAPH ON MJSTER 
PHILIP GRJr, 

Reader, ftay ! 
And if I had no more to fay 
But : * Here doth lie, till the Laft Day, 
All that is left of Philip Gray ' — 
It might thy patience richly pay : 
For if fuch men as he could die, 
What furety o' life have thou and I ? 

(* Underwoods.') 

r 

OFER-HASTE. 

Many foolifli things fall from wife 
men if they fpeak in hafte or be ex- 
temporal. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 

MUTUA AVXILIA {^Auxiliary 

Helps). 

Learning needs reft : fovereignty 
gives it. Sovereignty needs counfel ; 
learning affords it. There is fuch a 
confociation of offices, between the 
prince and whom his favour breeds, 
that they may help to fuftain his power 
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as he their knowledge. It is the 
greateft part of his liberality, his 
favour : and from whom doth he hear 
difcipline more willingly, or the arts 
difcourfed more gladly, than from thofe 
whom his own bounty and benefits have 
made able and faithful ? (^ Dis- 
coveries.')* 

r 

TO SIR EDWARD HERBERT. 

If men get name for fome one virtue ; 

then. 
What man art thou, that art fo many 

men. 
All-virtuous Herbert ! on whofe every 

part 
Truth might fpend all her voice. Fame 

all her art ! 
Whether thy learning they would like, 

or wit, 
Or valour, or thy judgment feafoning it; 
Thy (landing upright to thyfelf, thy 

ends 
Like ftraight, thy piety to God, and 

friends : 

* To be read in the light of Jonson's many 
acknowledgments of Charles I.'s * bounty ' and 
goodness to him. — G. 
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Their latter praife would ftill the 

greateft be, 
And yet they, all together, lefs than 

thee, 

(* Epigrams/)* 

r 



ODE TO HIMSELF. 

[Composed under the stress of the indigna- 
tion he felt at the failure of *The New Inn,' 
* never acted, but most negligently played by 
some, the King's servants ; and most squeam- 
ishly beheld and censured by others, the 
King's subjects,' January 19, 1629.—- G.] 

Come, leave the loathed ftage, 
And the more loath fome age ; 
Where pride and impudence, in fadtion 
knit, 
Ufurp the chair of wit ! 
Indicting and arraigning every day 
Something they call a play. 
Let their failidious, vain 
Commiffion of the brain, 

* Afterwards Edward, Lord Herbert of 
Cherbury, bom 1 58 1, died 1648, brother of 
George Herbert. His 'Poems' have been 
carefully edited by J. Churton Collins. — G. 
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Run on and rage, fweat, cenfure, and 

condemn ; 
They were not made for thee, lefa thou 

for them. 

Say that thou pour'ft them wheat, 
And they will acorns eat ; 
'Twere fimple fancy ftill thyfelf to 
wafte 
On fuch as have no tafte 1 
To offer them a furfeit of pure bread 
Whofe appetites are dead ! 
No, give them grains their fill — 
Hulks, draff to drink or Twill : 
If they love lees, and leave the lufty 

wine. 
Envy them not, their palates' with the 
fwine. 



No doubt fome mouldy tale, 
Like Pericles, and ftale 
As the fhrieve's crufls, and nafly as his 
fifh— 
Scraps out of every difh 
Thrown forth, and raked into the 
common tub. 
May keep up the Play-club : 
There, fweepings do as well 
As the befl-ordered meal ; 
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For who the relifli of thefe guefts will 

fit, 

Needs fet them but the alms-bafket of 
wit. 

And much good do 't you then ! 
Brave plufh-and- velvet men 
Can feed on orts ; and, fafe in your 
ftage-clothes, 
Dare quit, upon your oaths, 
The ftagers and the ftage-wrights too, 
your peers, 
Of larding your large ears 
With their foul comic focks, 
Wrought upon twenty blocks ; 
Which, if they are torn, and turned, 

and patched enough, 
The gamefters fhare your gilt, and you 
their ftufF. 

Leave things fo proftitute. 
And take the Alcaic lute ; 
Or thine own Horace, or Anacreon's 
lyre ; 
Warm thee by Pindar's fire : 
And though thy nerves be fhrunk, and 
blood be cold, 
Ere years have made thee old ; 
Strike that difdainful heat 
Throughout, to their defeat. 
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As curious fools, and, envious of thy 

ftrain, 
May, blufliing, fwear no palfy's in thy 

brain. 

But when they hear thee ling 
The glories of thy King — 
His zeal to God, and his juft awe o'er 
men : 
They may, blood-fhaken then. 
Feel fuch a flefh-quake to pofTefs their 
powers, 
As they ihall cry : ^ Like ours, 
In found of peace or wars. 
No harp e'er hit the ftars 
In tuning forth the acts of the fweet 

reign, 
And railing Charles his chariot 'bove 
his Wain. 

('Underwoods.') 

r 

JN OTHER ODE TO HIMSELF. 

Where doft thou carelefs lie 
Buried in eafe and (loth ? 
Knowledge that fleeps, doth die 5 
And this fecurity. 
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It is the common moth 
That eats our wits and art, and deflroys 
them both. 

Are all the Ropian fprings 

Dried up ? Has Thefpia wafte ? 

Doth Clarius' harp want firings, 

That not a nymph now fings? 
Or droop they as difgraced, 

To fee their feats and bowers by chat- 
tering pies defaced ? 

If hence thy filence be. 

As 'tis too jufl a caufe. 
Let this thought quicken thee : 
Minds that are great and free 

Should not on Fortune paufe ; 
'Tis crown enough to Virtue ftill, her 
own applaufe. 

What though the greedy fry 

Be taken with falfe baits 
Of worded balladry. 
And think it faery ? 

They die with their conceits. 
And only piteous fcorn upon their folly 
waits. 

Then take in hand thy lyre ; 
Strike in thy proper ftrain ; 
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With Japhet's line aspire 
Sol's chariot for new fire 

To give the world again : 
Who aided him, will thee, the ifluc of 
Jove's brain. 

And fince our dainty age 

Cannot endure reproof. 
Make not thyfelf a page 
To that ftrumpet the ftage. 
But fing high and aloof, 
Safe from the wolf's black jaw, and the 
dull afT's hoof. 

('Underwoods.') 

r 

THE SHEPHERDS' HOLIDAY, 

Firft Nymph, 

Thus, thus begin, the yearly rites 
Are due to Pan on thefe bright nights ; 
His morn now rifeth and invites 
To fports, to dances, and delights : 

All envious and profane, away ! 

This is the fhepherds' holiday. 

Second Nymph. 

Strew, ftrew the glad and fmiling ground 
With every flower, yet not confound ; 
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The primrofe-drop, the Spring's own 
fpoufe, 

Bright day*8-eyes, and the lips of cows. 
The garden-ftar, the queen of May, 
The rofe, to crown the holiday. 

7%ird Nymph. 

Drop, drop you violets, change your 

hues 
Now red, now pale, as lovers ufe. 
And in your death go out as well, 
As when you lived unto the fmell : 
That from your odour all may fay. 
This is the fhepherds* holiday. 
(' Pan*s Anniverfafy ; or, The 
Shepherds* Holiday,' 1625.) 

r 

HUMJN LIFE A PLAY. 

I have conlidered our whole life is 
like a Play : wherein every man forget- 
ful of himfelf, is in travail with expref- 
fion of another. Nay, we fo iniift in 
imitating others, as we cannot (when it 
is necefTary) return to ourfelves ; like 
children that imitate the vices of 
ftammerers fo long, till at lafl they 
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become fuch ; and make the habit to 
another nature, as it is never forgotten. 
(* Difcoveries.') 

r 

HUMOUR— THE PRESENT TO 
BE FOLLOfVED, 

AuRELiA, Phgenixella, fisters / their 
mother being lately dead, 

Aur, Room for a cafe of matrons, 

coloured black : 
How motherly my mother's death hath 

made us 1 
I would I had fome girls now to bring 

up; 
O, I could make a wench fo virtuous, 
She fhould fay grace to every bit of meat. 
And gape no wider than a wafer's thick- 

nefs. 
And fhe fhould make French courtefies 

fo moft low 
That every touch fhould turn her over 

backward. 
Phcen, Sifter, thefe words become not 

your attire, 
Nor your eilate ; our virtuous mother's 

death 
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Should print more deep effedb of forrow 

in us, 
Than may be worn out in fo little time. 
Jur. Sifter, i' faith you take too much 

tobacco, 
It makes you black within as you are 

without. 
What, true-ftitch filler, both your fides 

alike ! 
Be of a (lighter work ; for, of my word, 
You fhall be fold as dear, or rather 

dearer. 
Will you be bound to cufloms and to 

rites. 
Shed profitable tears, weep for advan- 
tage ; 
Or elfe do all things as you are inclined ? 
Eat when your ftomach ferves, faith the 

phyfician. 
Not at eleven and £iz. So, if your 

humour 
Be now affe6led with this heavinefs. 
Give it the reins, and fpare not ; as I do 
In this my pleafurable appetite. 
It is Precijianism to alter that. 
With auftere judgment, that is given by 

nature. 
I wept (you faw) too, when my mother 

died; 
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For then I found it eafier to do fo. 

And fitter with my mood, than not to 
weep: 

But now 'tis otherwife. Another time 

Perhaps I ihall have fuch deep thoughts 
of her. 

That I ihail weep afreih fomc twelve- 
month hence ; 

And I will weep^ if I be fo difpofed ; 

And put on black as grimly then as 
now. — 

Let the mind go ftill with the body's 
ftature : 

Judgment is fit for judges; give me 
nature. 

(* The Cafe is Altered,* Act ii., fc. ill.) 

r 

(MISER AND HIS GOLD. 

Jacques (a Mifer) toorjhifs his gold. 

Jaq. 'Tis not to be told 
What fervile villanies men will do for 

gold. 
O, it began to have a huge ftrong fmell. 
With lying fo long together in a place : 
I'll give • it vent, it ihall have ihift 
enough ; 
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And if the devil, that envies all good- 

nefsy 
Have told them of my gold, and where 

I kept it, 
ril fet his burning nofe once more a 

work 
To fmell where I removed it. Here 

it is; 
I'll hide and cover it with this horfe- 

dung {digs a bole in the ground). 
Who will fuppofe that fuch a precious 

neft 
Is crown'd with fuch a dunghill excre- 
ment ? 
In, my dear life fleep fweetly, my dear 

child. 
Scarce lawfully begotten, but yet gotten, 
And that's enough. Rot all hands that 

come near thee, 
Except mine own 1 Burn out all eyes 

that fee thee, 
Except mine own 1 All thoughts of thee 

be poifon, 
To their enamour'd hearts, except mine 

own! 
I'll take no leave, fweet prince, great 

emperor, 
But fee thee every minute ; king of 

kings. 
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ril not be rude to thee, and turn my 

back 
In going from thee, but go backward 

out. 
With my face towards thee, with humble 

courtefies. 

{Ibtd.f Act iii., fc. ii,) 

[*The passion for wealth has worn out much 
of its grossness by tract of time. Our ancestors 
certainly conceived of money as able to confer 
a distinct gratification in itself, not alone con- 
sidered simply as a symbol of wealth. The 
oldest poets, when they introduce a miser, 
constantly make him address his gold as his 
mistress ; as something to be seen, felt, and 
hugged ; as capable of satisfying two of the 
senses at least. The substitution of a thin un- 
satisfying medium for the good old tangible 
gold, has made avarice quite a Platonic affec- 
tion in comparison with the seeing, touching, 
and handling pleasures of the old Chiyso- 
philites. A bank-note can no more satisfy the 
touch of a true sensualist in this passion, than 
Creusa could return her husband s embrace in 
the shades. See the Cave of Mammon in 
Spenser; Barabas's contemplation of his 
wealth in the Jew of Malta ; Luke's raptures 
in the City Madam, etc Above all, hear 
Guzman, in that excellent old Spanish novel, 
The Rogue, expatiate on the ** ruddy cheeks 
of your golden Ruddocks, your Spanish 
Pistolets, your plump and full-faced Portu- 
guese, and your clear-skinned pieces of eigl^t 
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of Castile," which he and his fellows the 
beggars kept secret to themselves, and did 
"privately enjoy in a plentiful manner." 
*' For to have them, for to pay them away, is 
not to enjoy them ; to enjoy them is to have 
them lying by us, having no other need of 
them than to use them for the clearing of the 
eye-sight, and the comforting of our senses. 
These we did carry about with us, sewing 
them in some patches of our doublets near 
unto the heart, and as close to the skin as we 
could handsomely quilt them in, holding them 
to be restorative. '—Charles Lamb.] 

r 

FJLSE HONOUR. 

I am no fuch pill'd Cynic to believe 
That beggary is the only happinefs ; 
Or with a number of thefe patient fools. 
To fing : My mind to me a kingdom is^ 
When the lank hungry belly barks for I 

food : j 

I look into the world, and there I meet 
With objefts that do ftrike my blood- 

ihot eyes 
Into my brain : where when I view my- 

felf 
Having before obferv'd this man is great. 
Mighty and fear'd ; that lov'd and 

highly favoured : 
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A third thought wife and learn'd $ a 

fourth rich. 
And therefore honour'd ; a fifth rarely 

featured ; 
A iizth admir'd for his nuptial fortunes : 
When I fee thefe, 1 fay, and view my- 

fclf, 
I wi(h the organs of my fight were 

crack'd ; 
And that the engine of my grief could 

caft 
Mine eyeballs, like two globes of wild- 
fire, forth. 
To melt this unproportion'd frame of 

Nature. 
Oh, they are thoughts that have transfiz'd 

my heart, 
And often, on the ftrength of apprehen- 

fion. 
Made my cold paflion (bind upon my 

face. 
Like drops of dew on a ftiff cake of ice. 

('Every Man out of his Humour.') 
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HYMN TO DIANA. 

Queen and huntrefs, chafte and fair. 
Now the fun is laid to lleep ; 

Seated in thy filver chair. 

State in wonted manner keep : 

Hefperus entreats thy light, 

Goddefs excellently bright 

Earth, let not thy envious ihade 

Dare itfelf to interpofe ; 
Cynthia's ihining orb was made 

Heaven to clear when day did clofe ; 
Blefs us then with wiihM fight, 
Goddefs excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart. 
And thy cryftal ihining quiver ; 

Give unto ^ the flying hart 

Space to breathe, how fliort foever ; 

Thou that mak'ft a day of night, 

Goddefs excellently bright ! 

C Cynthia's Revels.') 



r 
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WORTHLESS HUSBAND. 

Maritus improhus. — He hath a delicate 
wife, a fair fortune, and family to go to 
be welcome ; yet he had rather be drunk 
with mine hoft and the fiddlers of fuch 
a town, than go home, (' Difcoveries.') 



r 



EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH L. H. 

Would'ft thou hear what man can fay 
In a little ? Reader, day : 

Underneath this ftone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die ; 
Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 

If at all ihe had a fault. 
Leave it buried in this vault ; 
One name was Elizabeth, 
The other let it lleep with Death ; 
Fitter, where it died, to tell, 
Than that it lived at all. Farewell ! 

(* Epigrams.') 



r 
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INGENIA (- Natures), 

Natures that are hardened to evil you 
ihall fooner break than make fbaight. 
They are like poles that are crooked and 
dry ; there is no attempting them. 
(' Difcoveries.') 

r 

INJURIES AND BENEFITS. 

Injuries do not eztinguiih courtefies ; 
they only fufFer them not to appear fair. 
For a man that doth me an injury after 
a courtefy, takes not away that courtefy, 
but defaces it : as he that writes other 
verfes upon my verfes, takes not away 
the firft letters, but hides them. 

Nothing is a courtefy unlefs it be 
meant us ; and that friendly and lov- 
ingly. We owe no thanks to rivers, 
that they carry our boats ; or winds, 
that they be favouring and fill our fails ; 
or meats, that they be nouriihing. For 
thefe are what they are neceffarily. 
Horfes carry us, trees ihade us, but they 
know it not. It is true fome men may 
receive a courtefy and not know it ; 
but never any man received it from 
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him that knew it not. Many men have 
been cured of difeafes by accidents ; 
but they were not remedies. I myfelf 
have known one helped of an ague by 
falling into water, another whipped out 
of a fever : but no man would ever 
ufe them for medicines. It is the mind, 
and not the event, that diftinguifheth 
the courtefy from wrong. My adver- 
fary may offend the judge with his pride 
and impertinences, and I win my caufe j 
but he meant it not to me as a courtefy. 
I 'fcaped pirates by being ihipwrecked : 
was the fhipwreck a benefit therefore ? 
No. The doing of courtefies aright, is 
the mixing of the refpedls for his own 
fake, and for mine. He that doeth 
them merely for his own fake, is like 
one that feeds his cattle to fell them : 
he hath his horfe well dreffed for Smith- 
field. {Ibid.)* 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates 
here — ' The two notes on injuries and benefits 
are observable for that wholesome admixture 
of common sense with magnanimity' .... 
'Surely no sentence more high-minded and 
generous than this (on injuries) was ever 
written ; nor one more sensible and dignified 
than on "benefits.** *— -G. 
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IGNORANCE. 

I know of no difeafe of the foul but 
ignorance ; not of the arts and fciences, 
but of itfelf : yet relating to thofe it is 
a pernicious evil — ^the darkener of man's 
life, the difturber of his reafon, and the 
common confounder of truth ; with 
which a man goes groping in the dark, 
no otherwife than if he were blind. 
Great underftandings are moft racked 
and troubled with it ; nay, fometimes 
they would rather choofe to die than 
not to know the thing they ftudy for.* 
Think then what an evil it is, and what 
good the contrary. (* Difcoverie8.')t 

• * No modem reader of these lofty words 
can fail to call to mind the sublime pathos and 
the historic interest of Mr. Browning* s glorious 
poem, A Grammarian^ s Fumral,* — Mr. 
Swinburne, as before. The closing allusion 
is to the mythical story that Aristotle died of 
chagrin because he could not discover the 
source of the Nile. — G. 

t Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates — 
•However prone Jonson may be to error or 
p)erver8ity in particular instances or in personal 
examples, he is constantly and nobly right in 
his axiomatic reflections and his general 
observations. The following passage seems to 
me a magnificent illustration of the truth ' {ut 
supra),' 
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TO Mr LORD IGNORANT. 

Thou call'ft me Poet, as a term of 

ihame : 
But I have my revenge made, in thy 

name. 

(* Epigrams.') 

r 

INNOCENCE— J Defence. 

A good man will avoid the fpot of any 
fin. The very afperfion [^ fpreading 
report] is grievous ; which makes him 
choofe his way in life as he would in 
his journey. The ill man rides through 
all confidently ; he is coated and booted 
for it. The oftener he offends, the 
more openly ; and the fouler, the fitter 
in fafhion. His modefly, like a riding- 
coat, the more it is worn, is the lefs 
cared for. It is good enough for the 
dirt ftill, and the ways he travels in. 
An innocent man needs no eloquence ; 
his innocence is inflead of it : elfe I 
had never come off fo many times from 
thefe precipices, whither men's malice 
hath purfued me. It is true, I have 
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been accufed to the lords, to the King, 
and by great ones : but it happened my 
accufers had not thought of the accufa- 
tion with themfelves ; and fo were 
driven, for want of crimes, to ufe inven- 
tion, which was found dander : or too late 
(being entered fo fair) to feek ftarting- 
holes [ « retreats] for their raihnefs, which 
were not given them. And then they 
may think what accufation that was like 
to prove, when they that were the 
engineers feared to be the authors. 
Thus were they content to feign things 
againfl my profeilion ; which, though 
from their hired and mercenary im- 
pudence, I might have pafTed by, as 
granted to a nation of barkers, that let 
out their tongues to lick others' fores ; 
yet I durft not leave myfelf undefended, 
having a pair of ears unfkilful to hear 
lies, or have thofe things faid of me 
which I could truly prove of them. 

They objefted making of vcrfcs to 
me, when I could objed to moft of them, 
their not being able to read them, but 
as worthy of fcorn. Nay, they would 
offer to urge mine own writings againft 
me ; but by pieces (which was an ex- 
cellent way of malice), as if any man's 




context might not feem dangerous and 
offenfive^ if that which was knit to what 
went before, were defrauded of his 
beginning ; or that things by themfclves 
uttered might not feem fubjeft to 
calumny, which, read entire, would 
appear moft free. At laft they up- 
braided my poverty : I confefs fhe is 
my domeftic ; fober of diet, fimple 
of habit, frugal, painful, a good coun- 
fellor to me, that keeps me from cruelty, 
pride, or other more delicate imperti- 
nences, which are the nurfe-children of 
riches. But let them look over all the 
great and monftrous wickednefles — they 
ihall never find thefe in poor families. 
They are the iflue of the wealthy 
giants, and the mighty hunters : whereas 
no great worth, is worthy of praife or 
memory, but came out of poor cradles. 
It was the ancient poverty that founded 
commonweals, built cities, invented 
arts, made wholefome laws, armed men 
againft vices, rewarded them with their 
own virtues, and preserved the honour 
and Hate of nations, till they betrayed 
themfelves to riches. (* Difcovcries.*) 

r 
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IMPIOUS LAMENTATION. 

Impiorum querela — Auguftus — Varus 
— Tiberius, — The complaint of Caligula 
was moft wicked of the condition of his 
times, when he faid. They were not 
famous for any public calamity, as the 
reign of Auguftus was, by the defeat of 
Varus and the legions ; and that of 
Tiberius, by the falling of the theatre 
at Fidenas ; whilft his oblivion was 
eminent, through the profpcrity of his 
affairs. As that other voice of his was 
worthier a headfman than a head when 
he wifhed the people of Rome had but I 
one neck. But he found (when he fell) 
they had many hands. A tyrant, how 
great and mighty foever he may feem to 
cowards and fluggards, is but)Dne creature, 
one animal. {Ibid,) 

r 

IMPOSTURE. 

Many men believe not themfelves 
what they would perfuade others : and 
lefs do the things which they would im- 
pofe" on others : but, leaft of all, know 
what they themfelves moft confidently 
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boaft. Only they fet the fign of the 
crofs over their outer doors, and facrifice 
to their gut and groin in their inner 
clofets. (Ibiiy 

r 

The Same, 

Impofture is a fpecious thing ; yet 
never worfe than when it feigns to be 
beft, and to none difcovered fooner than 
the iimpleft. For truth and goodnefs 
are plain and open^ but impofture is 
ever afhamed of the light. {Ibid,) 

r 

7 or. 

Hedon /ngs — 

O, that joy fo foon ihould wafte 1 

Or fo fweet a blifs 

As a kifs 
Might not for ever laft I 
So fugar'd, fo meltings fo foft, fo de- 
licious, 

* Query — the sign of the cross placed on the 
door or outside as if keeping the appointed fasts 
but the while rather feasting? — G. 
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The dew that lies on rofes, 
When the Morn herfelf difclofes, 
Is not fo precious. 
O, rather than I would it fmother, 
Were I to tafte fuch another ! 
It fhould be my wiihing. 
That I might die with kifltng. 
(* Cynthia's Revels/) 

r 

JACTURA FITJE [= Goods thrown 
overboard in a tempeft^ 

What a deal of cold bufinefs doth a 
man mifTpend the better part of life in ! 
In fcattering compliments, tendering 
[= attending to] vifits, gathering and 
venting news, following feafb and plays, 
making a little winter-love in a dark 
corner. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 

KNOWLEDGE. 

Scientia, — Knowledge is the adtion of 
the foul, and is perfeft without the 
fenfes, as having the feeds of all fcience 
and virtue in itfelf : but not without 
the fervice ot the fenfes. By thefe 
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organs the foul works : fhe is a per- 
petual agent, prompt and fubtle ; but 
often flexible and erring, entangling 
herfelf like a filk-worm : but her 
reafon is a weapon with two edges, and 
cuts through. In her indagations 
[= fearchings] oft-times new fcents put 
her by, and fhe takes in errors into her 
by the fame conduits flie doth truths. 
('Difcoveries.')* 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates and 
sab-annotates here — 'The ensuing note on 
knowledge has less depth of direct insight, less 
force of practical reason ; but the definition 
which follows is singularly eloquent and 
refined, however scholastic and irrational in its 
casuistic and rhetorical subtlety '•...' It is 
a pity we are not told how " the soul is perfect 
without the senses ;" for to the ordinary intelli- 
gence of reasoning mankind it would appear 
that "without the senses" not only could 
knowledge not be perfect, but it could not 
even exist in the most inchoate or embryonic 
phase of being/ One asks, however, if Jonson 
does not simply afiirm the non-dependence of 
the being of the soul on the senses, id est^ its 
separableness or independent existence? In 
our own time we have had a marvellous demon- 
stration of the soul being quick with all possi* 
bilities of knowledge, though every * sense' but 
the relatively poor one of * touch ' was lacking. 
See Life of Laura Bridgman, of the still living 
Helen Keller, of Dr. Howe, etc — G. 



1 1 6 * Brave Trans lunary Things ' 



KISS SOUGHT. 

For Love's fake, kifs we once again ; 
I long and fhould not beg in vain ; 
Here's none to fpy, or fee ;» 

Why do you doubt or ftay ? 
Ill tafle as lightly as the bee, 
That doth but touch the flower, and flies 
away. 

Once more, and, faith, I will be gone ; 
Can he that loves a(k lefs than one ? 
Nay, you may err in this. 

And all your bounty wrong : 
This could be call'd but half a kifs ; 
What we're but once to do, we fhould 
do long. 

I will but mend the lad, and tell 
Where, how, it would have relifh'd well; 
Join lip to lip, and try. 

Each fuck the other's breath. 
And whilft our tongues perplexM 
lie, 
Let who will think us dead, or wifh our 
death. 

(* Underwoods.*) 



r 
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LAMENTATION OF OFID 

For his Exile from the Court and the 
Society of the Princefs Julia, 

Ovid. Baniih'd the court ? let me be 
baniih'd life, 
Since the chief end of life is there 

concluded. 
Within the court is all the kingdom 

bounded ; 
And as her facred fphere doth compre- 
hend 
Ten thoufand times fo much, as fo 

much place 
In any part of all the empire elfe ; 
So every body, moving in her fphere. 
Contains ten thoufand times as much in 

him 
As any other her choice orb excludes. 
As in a circle a magician, then. 
Is fafe againft the fpirit he excites. 
But out of it is fubjedl to his rage. 
And lofeth all the virtue of his art ; 
So I, exiled the circle of the court, 
Lofe all the good gifts that in it I joy'd; 
No virtue current is, but with her 

ftamp ; 
And no vice vicious, blanch'd with her 
white hand. 
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The court's the abftrad of all Rome's 

dcfcrt. 
And my dear Julia the abflrad of the 

court. 
Methinks, now I come near her, I 

refpire 

Some air of that late comfort I received : 
And while the evening, with her modeft 

veil. 
Gives leave to fuch poor fhadows as 

myfelf 
To'^fteal abroad, l,like aheartlefs ghofl, 
Without the living body of my love. 
Will here walk, and attend her. For I 

know 
Not far from hence ihe is imprifonM, 
And hopes of her flri£^ guardian to bribe 
So much admittance, as to fpeak to me, 
And cheer my fainting fpirits with her 

breath. 

[Julia appears above at her chamber^ 

window, 

Jul. Ovid ! my love ! 

Ovid, Here, heavenly Julia ! 

Jul. Here ! and not here ! O, how 

that word doth play 
With both our fortunes, differing, like 

ourfclvcs ; 
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But one^ and yet divided^ as oppofed ; 
I high, thou low 1 O, this our plight 

of place 
Doubly prefents the two lets of our love, 
Local and ceremonial height and low- 

nefs ; 
Both ways, I am too high, and thou too 

low. 
Our minds are even, yet : O, why fhould 

our bodies. 
That are their flaves, be fo without 

their rule ? 
ril call myfelf down to thee ; if I die, 
ril ever live with thee ; no height of 

birth. 
Of place, of duty, or of cruel power. 
Shall keep me from thee : fhould my 

father lock 
This body up within a tomb of brafs. 
Yet I'll be with thee. If the forms I 

hold 
Now in my foul, be made one fubftance 

with it ; 
That foul immortal ; and the fame 'tis 

now ; 
Death cannot raze the effedb fhe now 

retaineth : 
And then may fhe be any where fhe 

will. 
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The fouls of parents rule not children's 

fouls ; 
When death fets both in their difTolved 

eftatesy 
Then is no child nor father ; then 

eternity 
Frees all from any temporal refped. 
I come, my Ovid ; take me in thine 

arms ; 
And let me breathe my foul into thy 

bread. 
Ovid, O ftay, my love ; the hopes 

thou doft conceive 
Of thy quick deaths and of thy future 

life, 
Are not authentical. Thou choofeft 

death. 
So thou mightfl joy thy love in the other 

life. 
But know, my princely love, when thou 

art dead. 
Thou only muft furvive in perfeft foul ; 
And in the foul are no affections : 
We pour out our affections with our 

blood ; 
And with our blood's affedlions fade our 

loves. 
No life hath love in fuch fweet flate as 

this ; 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 121 

No effence is fo dear to moody fenfe. 
As flefh and bloody whofe quinteflence is 

fenfe. 
Beauty, compofed of blood and flefh, 

moves more, 
And is more plaufible to blood and flefli. 
Than fpiritual beauty can be to the 

fpirit. 
Such apprehenfion as we have in dreams 
(When fleep, the bond of fenfes, locks 

them up), 
Such ihall we have when death defboys 

them quite. 
If love be then thy objedl, change not 

life; 
Live high and happy itill ; I dill below, 
Close with my fortunes, in thy height 

fliall joy. 
Jul. Ay me ! that virtue, whofe brave 

eagle's wings 
With every flroke blow liars in burning 

heaven, 
Should, like a fwallow (preying toward 

ftorms). 
Fly clofe to earth ; and, with an eager 

plume, 
Purfue thofe objedb which none elfe 

can fee. 
But feem to all the world the empty air. 
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Thus thou, poor Ovid, and all virtuous 

men, 
Must prey like fwallows on invilible 

food ; 
Purfuing flies, or nothing ; and thus 

love. 
And every worldly fancy, is tranfpofed 
By worldly tyranny to what plight it lift. 
O father, iince thou gaveft me not my 

mind, 
Strive not to rule it ; take but what 

thou gaveft 
To thy difpofurc ; thy affedtions 
Rule not in me ; I muft bear all my 

griefs ; 
Let me ufe all my pleafures : virtuous 

love 
Was never fcandal to a goddefs' ftate. 
But he's inflexible ! and, my dear love. 
Thy life may chance be fhorten'd by 

the length 
Of my unwilling fpeeches to depart. 
Farewell, fweet life : though thou be 

yet exiled 
The officious court, enjoy me amply 

ftill : 
My foul, in this my breath, enters thine 

ears ; 
And on this turret's floor will I lie dead. 
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Till we may meet again. In this proud 

height, 
I kneel beneath thee in myproftrate love, 
And kifs the happy fands that kifs thy 

feet. 
Great Jove fubmits a fceptre to a cell ; 
And lovers, ere they part, will meet in 

hell. 
Ovid. Farewell, all company, and, if 

I could, 
All light, with thee : hell's ihade fhould 

hide my brows, 
Till thy dear beauty's beams redeemed 

my vows. 
Jul, Ovid, my love : alas I may we 

not ftay 
A little longer, think'ft thou, undif- 

cern'd ? 
Ovid, For thine own good, fair 

goddefs, do not ftay. 
Who would engage a firmament of fires, 
Shining in thee, for me, a falling ftar ? 
Begone, fweet life-blood : if I fhould 

difcern 
Thyfelf but touched for my fake I 

fhould die. 
Jul I will begone then ; and not 

Heaven itfelf 
Shall draw me back. 
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Ovid, Yet, Julia, if thou wilt, 
A little longer ftay. 
JuL I am content. 
Ovid, O mighty Ovid ! what the fway 
of Heaven 
Could not retire, my breath hath turnM 
back. 
Jul. Who fliall go firft, my love ? my 
paffionate eyes 
Will not endure to fee thee turn from 
me. 
Ovid, If thou go firft, my foul will 

follow thee. 
Jul, Then we muft ftay. 
Ovid, Ay me ! there is no ftay 
In amorous pleafures. If both ftay, both 

die. 
I hear thy father. Hence, my deity. 

[Julia goes in. 
Fear forgeth founds in my deluded 

ears ; 
I did not hear him : I am mad with 

love. 
There is no fpirit, under heaven, that 

works 
With fuch illuiion : yet, fuch witchcraft 

kill me. 
Ere a found mind, without it, fave my 
life. 
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Here on my knees I worfhip the bleft 

place, 
That held my goddefs ; and the loving 

air. 
That clofed her body in his filken arms. 
Vain Ovid ! kneel not to the place, nor 

air : 
She's in thy heart ; rife then, and wor- 

fliip there. 
The truefl wifdom, lilly men can have. 
Is dotage on the follies of their flefli. 

(' Poetafter ; or, His Arraignment : 
A Comical Satyr.') 

LANGUAGES. 

Word-coinages. 

Cuflom is the mod certain mifb-efs of 
language, as the public ftamp makes the 
current money. But we muft not be 
too frequent with the mint, every-day 
coining, nor fetch words from the ex- 
treme and utmoft ages : fince the chief 
virtue of a ftyle is perfpicuity, and 
nothing fo vicious in it as to need an 
interpreter. Words borrowed of an- 
tiquity do lend a kind of majefty to 
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ftyle, and are not without their delight 
fometimes. For they have the authority 
of years, and out of their intermifHon 
do win themfelves a kind of grace-like 
newnefs. But the oldeft of the prefent, 
and newnefs of the pad language, is the 
belt For what was the ancient lan- 
guage, which fome men fo dote upon, 
but the ancient cuftom? Yet when I 
name cuftom, I underftand not the 
vulgar cuftom ; for that were a precept 
no lefs dangerous to language than life, 
if we fhould fpeak or live after the 
manner of the vulgar [ = multitude] : 
but that I call cuftom of fpeech, which 
is the confent of the learned ; as cuftom 
of life, which is the confent of the 
good. Virgil was moft loving of an- 
tiquity : yet how rarely doth he infert 
aquai^ md pi^ai/ Lucretius is fcabrous 
and rough in thefe ; he feeks them ; as 
fome do Chaucerifms with us, which 
were better expunged and banifhed. 
Some words are to be culled out for 
ornament and colour, as we gather 
flowers to ftrow houfes, or make gar- 
lands ; but they are better when they 
grow to our ftyle ; as in a meadow, 
where though the mere grafs and green- 
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nefs delight, yet the variety of Hoovers 
doth heighten and beautify. Marry, we 
muft not play or riot too much with 
them, as- in Paronomafies ; nor ufe too 
fwelling or ill-founding words ! Qu^ 
per falebrasy ultaque faxa cadunt. It i& 
true, there is no found but fhall find 
fome lovers, as the bittereft confedlions 
are grateful to fome palates. Our com- 
pofition muH be more accurate in the 
beginning and end than in the midfl, 
and in the end more than in the begin- 
ning ; for through the midO: the (beam 
bears us. We muft exprefs readily and 
fully, not profufely. There is differ- 
ence between a liberal and a prodigal 
hand. As it is a great point of art, 
when our matter requires it, to enlarge 
and wear out all fail ; fo to take it in 
and contrail it, is of no lefs praife, 
when the argument doth afk it. Either 
of them hath their fitnefs in the place. 
A good man always profits by his 
endeavour, by his help, yea, when he is 
abfent, nay, when he is dead, by his 
example and memory. So good 4uthors 
in their ftyle : a fbict and fuccinft flyle is 
that where you can take away nothing 
without lofs, and that lofs to be manifeft. 
(* Difcoveries.*) 
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Different Styles. 

The brief ftyle is that which ex- 
preffeth much in little. The concife 
ftyle, which expreffeth not enough, but 
leaves fomewhat to be underftood. The 
abrupt ftyle, which hath many breaches, 
and doth not feem to end, but fall. 
The confequent and harmonious fitting 
of parts in a fentence, hath almoft the 
faftening and force of knitting and con- 
nexion ; as in ftones well fquared, 
which will rife ftrong a great way 
without mortar. {Ibid,) 

r 

Sentence-making — bfcurity. 

Periods are beautiful, when they are 
not too long ; for fo they have their 
ftrength too, as in a pike or javelin. As 
we muft take the care that our words 
and fenfe be clear ; fo if the obfcurity 
happen through the hearer's or reader's 
want of underftanding, I am not to 
anfwer for them, no more than for their 
not liftening or marking ; I muft neither 
find them ears nor mind. {Ibid,) 
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COBfTEBS OF LEARNING. 

It was well noted by the late Lord 
St. Alban [ = Bacon], that the ftudy of 
words is the firft diftemper of learning ; 
vain matter the fecond ; and a third 
diftemper is deceit, or the likenefs of 
truth : impoflure held up by credulity. 
All thefe are ijc cobwebs of learning, 
and to let them grow in us, is either 
fluttiih or foolifh. {Ibid.) 

r 

LETTER-WRITING. 

Method. For falhion [in writing of 
letters] it coniifls in four things, which 
are qualities of your flyle. 

I. The firft is brevity: for they muft 
not be treatifes or difcourfes (your 
letters) except it be to learned men. 
And even among them there is a kind 
of thrift and faving of words. There- 
fore you are to examine the cleareft 
pafTages of your underftanding, and 
through them to convey the fweeteft 
and moft fignificant words you can 
defire, that you may the eafier teach 
them the readieft way to another man's 
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apprehenfion, and open their memory 
fully, roundly, and diftinftly ; fo as the 
reader may not think a fecond view call 
away upon your letter. And though 
refpe6t be a part following this, yet now 
here, and fHll I mufl remember it, if 
you write to a man, whofe eftate and 
cenfe [ = cenfus?] as fenfes, you arc 
familiar with, you may be bolder (to fet 
a taik to his brain), venture on a knot 
But if to your fuperior, you are bound 
to meafure him in three further points : 
firft, with intereft in him ; fecondly, his 
capacity in your letters ; thirdly, his 
leifure to perufe them. For your intereft 
or favour with him, you are to be the 
ihorter or longer, more familiar or fub- 
mifs, as he will afford you time. For 
his capacity, you are to be quicker and 
fuller of thofe reaches and glances of 
wit and learning, as he is able to enter- 
tain them. For his leifure, you are 
commanded to the greater briefnefs, as 
his place is of greater difcharges and 
cares. But with your betters, you are 
not to put riddles of wit, by being too 
fcarce of words ; not to caufe the 
trouble of making breviates by writing 
too riotous ahd waftingly. Brevity is 
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attained in matter, by avoiding idle com- 
pliments^ prefaces, proteflations, paren- 
thefes, fuperfluous circuit of figures and 
digreiiions : in the compofition, by omit- 
ting conjundUons ; not * only/ but * alfo;' 
* both the one and the other, whereby 
it cometh to pafs/ and fuch like idle 
particles, that have no great bufinefs in 
a ferious letter but breaking of fentences, 
as oftentimes a fhort journey is made 
long by unneceflary baits [ = ftopping- 
place]. But as Quintilian faith, there is 
a briefnefs of the facts fometimes, that 
makes the whole long : as I came to the 
flairs, I took a pair of oars, they launched 
out, rowed apace, I landed at the Court 
gate, I paid my fare, went up to the 
prefence, afked for my lord, I was 
admitted. All this is but, I went to 
the Court, and fpoke with my lord. 
This is the fault of fome Latin writers, 
within thefe lafl hundred years, of my 
reading ; and perhaps Seneca may be 
appeached of it ; I accufe him not. 

2. Perfpicuity. The next property of 
epiflolary flyle is perfpicuity, and is 
oftentimes by affedlation of fome wit ill 
angled for, or oflentation of fome hidden 
terms of art Few words, they darken 
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fpeechy and fo do too many ; as well too 
much light hurteth the eyes, as too 
little ; and a long bill of chancery con- 
founds the underflanding, as much as 
the ihorteft note ; therefore let not your 
letters be penn'd like Englifh flatutes, 
and this is obtained. Thefe vices are 
efchewed by pondering your bufinefs 
well, and diftindUy concerning yourfelf, 
which is much furthered by uttering 
your thoughts, and fetting them as well 
come forth to the light, and judgment 
of your own outward fenfes, as to the 
cenfure of other men's ears ; for that is 
the reafon why many good fcholars fpeak 
but fumblingly ; like a rich man, that 
for want of particular note and differ- 
ence, can bring you no certain ware 
readily out of his fhop. Hence it is, 
that talkative (hallow men do often con- 
tent the hearers more than the wife. 
But this may find a fpeedier redrefs in 
writing, where all comes under the lafl 
examination of the eyes. Firfl, mind it 
well, then pen it, then examine it, then 
amend it, and you may be in the better 
hope of doing reafonably well. Under 
this virtue may come plainnefs, which is 
not to be curious in the order as to 
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anfwcr a letter as if you were to anfwer 
to interrogatives. As to the firft, firft ; 
and to the fecond, fecondly, etc., but 
both in method to ufe (as ladies do in 
their attire) a diligent kind of negli- 
gence, and their fportive freedom : 
though with fome men you are not to 
jeft, or pra6life tricks ; yet the delivery 
of the moil important things may be 
carried with fuch a grace, as that it may 
yield a pleafure to the conceit of the 
reader. There muft be ftore, though 
no ezcefs of terms ; as if you are to 
name flore, fometimes you may call it 
choice, fometimes plenty, fometimes 
copioufnefs, or variety ; but ever fo, that 
the word which comes in lieu, be not fuch 
difference of meaning, as that it may 
put the fenfe of the firft in hazard to be 
miflaken. You are not to caft a ring 
for the perfumed terms of the time, as 
accommodation^ complement^ fpirit^ etc., but 
ufe them properly in their place, as 
others. 

3. Vigour, There followeth life and 
quicknefs, which is the fbrength and 
iinews, as it were, of your penning by 
pretty fayings, fimilitudes, and conceits ; 
allufions from known hiflory, or other 



N 



134 * Brave Translunary Things ' 

commonplace^ fuch as in the * Courtier,' 
and the fecond book of * Cicero de 
Oratore.* 

4. Difcretion. The laft is, refpeft to 
difcern what fits yourfelf, him to whom 
you write, and that which you handle, 
which is a quality fit to conclude the 
reft, becaufe it doth include all. And 
that muft proceed from ripenefs of 
judgment, which as one truly faith, is 
gotten by four means, God, Nature, 
diligence, and converfation. Serve the 
firft well and the reft will ferve you. 
(* Difcoveries.') 

r 

A BEAUTIFUL LIFE: AN 
ELECT. 

Though beauty be the mark of praife. 
And yours of whom I fing, be fuch 
As not the world can praife too much, 

Yet 'tis your virtue now I raife. 

A virtue, like allay, fo gone » alloy. 

Throughout your form ; as though 

that move. 
And draw, and conquer all men's 
love, 
This fubje6b you to love of one, 
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Wherein you triumph yet ; becaufe 
'Tis of yourfelf, and that you ufe 
The noblefl freedom, not to choofe 

Againfl or faith, or honour's laws. 

But who could lefs ezpe6^ from you, 
In whom alone Love lives agen ? 
By whom he is reftor'd to men ; 

And kept, and bred, and brought up 
true ? 

His falling temples you have rear'd ; 

The wither'd garlands ta'en away ; 

His altars kept from the decay 
That Envy wiih'd and Nature fear*d. 

And on them burn fo chafle a flame. 
With fo much loyalty's expenfe. 
As Love t' acquit fuch excellence. 

Is gone himfelf into your name. 

And you are he ; the deity 

To whom all lovers are defign'd, 
That would their better objedb find : 

Among which faithful troop am I. 

Who, as an offering at your ihrine, 
Have fung this hymn, and here en- 
treat 
One fpark of your diviner heat 

To light upon a love of mine. 
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Which, if it kindle not, but fcant 
Appear, and that to fhorteft view ; 
Yet give me leave t' adore in you 

What I, in her, am grieved to want. 

(* Underwoods.') 



r 



LOVE NOT FEAR. 

I am refolved I will not flop his journey. 

Nor pra6life any violent means to ftay 

The unbridled courfe of youth in him ; 
for that 

Reflrain'd, grows more impatient ; and 
in kind 

Like to the eager but the generous grey- 
hound ; 

Who ne'er fo little from his game with- 
held. 

Turns head, and leaps up at his holder's 
throat 

There is a way of winning more by 
love. 

And urging of the modefty, than fear : 

Force works on fervile natures, not the 
free. 

He that's compel I'd to goodnefs, may 
be good. 



t u I. 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 



137 



But 'tis but for that fit : where others, 

drawn 
By foftnefs and example, get a habit. 
Then if they ftray, but warn them and 

the fame 
They Ihould for virtue have done, they'll 

do tor fhame. 

(* Every Man in his Humour.') 



r 



LOFE AND HATRED. 

Love that is ignorant and Hatred, 
have almofl the fame ends. Many 
fooliih lovers wifli the fame to their 
friends which their enemies would : as 
to wiih a friend baniihed, that they 
might accompany him in exile ; or 
fome great wart, that they might re- 
lieve him ; or a difeafe, that they might 
fit by him. They make a caufeway to 
their courtefy* by injury, as if it were 
not honefler to do nothing than to feek 
a way to do good by a mifchief. (* Dif- 
coveries.') 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) corrects the 
self - evident misprint of ' country ' by 
'courtesy.* — G. 
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LOFEL DISCOURSES OF HIS 

LOFE FOR THE LADY 

FRANCES. 

LovEL difcovers to the Host of the New 
Inn his love for the Lady Frances, 
and his reafons for concealing his 
fajfionfrom her. 

Lov, There is no life on earth, but 

being in love ! 
There are no ftudies, no delights, no 

bufinefs. 
No intercourfc, or trade of fenfe, or 

foul. 
But what is love I I was the laziefl 

creature. 
The mod unprofitable fign of nothing. 
The verieft drone, and flept away my 

life 
Beyond the dormoufe, till I was in love. 
And now I can outwake the nightingale, 
Outwatch an ufurer, and outwalk him 

too. 
Stalk like a ghofl that haunted 'bout a 

treafure ; 
And all that phant'iied treafure, it is love 1 
Hoft. But is your name Love-ill, fir, 

or Love-well ? 
I would know that. 
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Lov. I do not know it myfelf, 
Whether it is. But it is love hath been 
The hereditary paflion of our houfe, 
My gentle hoil^ and, as I guefs, my 

friend ; 
The truth is, I have loved this lady long. 
And impotently, with defire enough, 
But no fuccefs ;' for I have ftiU for- 
borne 
To ezprefs it in my perfon to her. 
Hoft, How then ? 

Lov. I have fent her toys, verfes, and 
anagrams. 
Trials of wit, mere trifles ; (he has com- 
mended. 
But knew not whence they came, nor 
could fhe guefs. 
Hoft. This was a pretty riddling way 

of wooing ! 
Lov, I oft have been too in her com- 
pany. 
And look'd upon her a whole day ; ad- 
mired her. 
Loved her, and did not tell her fo ; loved 

ftill, 
Look'd ftill, and loved ; and loved, and 

look'd, and fighed ; 
But as a man negledted, I came off. 
And unregarded. 
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Hoft. Could you blame her, fir. 
When you were filent, and not faid a 

word? 
Lov, O, but I loved the more ; and 

{he might read it 

Beft in my filence, had ihe been 

Hofi. as melancholic 

As you arc. Pray you, why would you 

fland mute, fir ? 
Lov, O, thereon hangs a hiftory, mine 

hoft. 
Did you ever know or hear of the lord 

Beaufort, 
Who ferved fo bravely in France ? I 

was his page, 
And^ ere he died, his friend I I followed 

him 
Firfl in the wars, and in the times of 

peace 
I waited on his fhidies ; which were 

right 
He had no Arthurs, nor no Roficleers, 
No Knights of the Sun, nor Amadis de 

Gauls, 
Primalions, and Pantagruels, public 

nothings ; 
Abortives of the fabulous dark cloifler, 
Sent out to poifon courts, and infefl 

manners : 
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But great Achilles', and Agamemnon's 

acts, 
Sage Neftor's counfels, and Ulyfles* 

fleights, 
Tydides' fortitude, as Homer wrought 

them 
In his immortal fancy, for examples 
Of the heroic virtue. Or, as Virgil, 
That mailer of the epic poem, limn'd 
Pious ^neas, his religious prince. 
Bearing his aged parent on his fhoulders, 
Rapt from the flames of Troy, with his 

young fon. 
And thefe he brought to pra6life and to 

ufe. 
He gave me flrft my breeding, I acknow- 
ledge. 
Then fhower'd his bounties on me, like 

the Hours, 
That open-handed fit upon the clouds. 
And prefs the liberality of Heaven 
Down to the laps of thankful men I But 

then. 
The trufl committed to me at his death 
Was above all, and left fo (bong a tie 
On all my powers as time ihall not dif- 

folve. 
Till it diffolve itfelf, and bury all : 
The care of his brave heir and only fon ! 



142 * Brave Translunary Things * 

Who being a virtuous, fweet, young, 

hopeful lord. 
Hath caft his firft affections on this lady : 
And though I know, and may prefume 

her fuch. 
As, out of humour, will return no love. 
And therefore might indifferently be 

made 
The courting-ftock for all to pra6^ife on. 
As fhe doth pradlife on us all to fcorn ; 
Yet out of a religion to my charge. 
And debt profeff 'd, I have made a felf- 

decree. 
Ne'er to ezprefs my perfon though my 

paflion 
Bum me to cinders. 

(' The New Inn : or, The Light 
Heart.') 

r 

WHAT LOVE IS. 

LovBL, in thefrefence of the Lady Frances, 
the young Lord Beaufort, and other 
Gueffs of the New Inn, defines what 
love is, 

Lov, What elfe 
Is love, but the moil noble, pure affec- 
tion 



Of what is truly beautiful and fair ? 

Defire of union with the thing be- 
loved ? 
Beau, I have read fomewhere, that 
man and woman 

Were, in the firft creation^ both one 
piece. 

And being cleft afunder, ever fince 

Love was an appetite to be rejoin'd. 
Lov. It is a fable of Plato's in his 
Banquet, 

And uttered there by Ariflophanes. 
Hoft, *Twas well remembered here, 
and to good ufe. 

But on with your defcription what love 
is : 

Defire of union with the thing beloved. 
Lov, I meant a definition. For I 
make 

The efficient caufe, what's beautiful and 
fair ; 

The formal caufe, the appetite of union ; 

The final caufe, the union itfelf. 

But larger, if you'll have it, by defcrip- 
tion : 

It is a flame and ardour of the mind. 

Dead in the proper corpfe, quick in 
another's : 

Transfers the lover into the loved. 



i 



144 



* Brave Translunary Things * 

That he, or (he, that loves, engraves or 

ftamps 
The idea of what they love, lirft in 

themfelves : 
Or, like to glafTes, fo their minds take in 
The forms of their beloved, and them 

refleft. 
It is the likenefs of affe^lions. 
Is both the parent and the nurfe of 

love. 
Love is a fpiritual coupling of two fouls, 
So much more excellent as it lead re- 
lates 
Unto the body ; circular, eternal ; 
Not feign'd, or made, but born : and 

then, fo precious, 
As naught can value it but itfelf ; fo 

free, 
Asnothingcancommand it but itfelf. . . . 
And in itfelf fo round and liberal. 
As, where it favours it beftows itfelf. 
But we muft take and underftand this 

love 
Along ftill as a name of dignity. 

Not pleafure 

True love hath no unworthy thought, 

no light 
Loofe unbecoming appetite, or drain ; 
But fixed, conflant, pure, immutable. 
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Beau, I relifh not thefe philofophical 

feafts : 
Give me a banquet of fenfe, like that of 

Ovid; 
A form, to take the eye ; a voice, mine 

ear ; 
Pure aromatics to my fcent ; a foft 
Smooth dainty hand to touch ; and, for 

my tafte, 
Ambrofiac kifTes to melt down the 

palate. 
Lov. They are the earthly, lower form 

of lovers, 
Are only taken with what flrikes the 

fenfes. 
And love by that loofe fcale. Although 

I grant. 
We like what's fair and graceful in an 

objeft. 
And (true) would ufe it, in them all we 

tend to, 
Both of our civil and domefHc deeds ; 
In ordering of an army, in our ftyle. 
Apparel, gefture, building, or what not ? 
All arts and actions do affedl their 

beauty. 
But put the cafe, in travel I may meet 
Some gorgeous fbru^ure, a brave frontif- 

piece, 
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Shall I ftay captive in the outer court, 
Surprifed with that, and not advance to 

know 
Who dwells there, and inhabiteth the 

houfe ? 
There is my friendihip to be made, 

within ; 
With what can love me again ; not with 

the walls. 
Doors, windows, architraves, the frieze, 

and cornice. 
My end is loft in loving of a face. 
An eye, lip, nofe, hand, foot, or other 

part, 
Whofe all is but a ftatue if the mind 
Move not, which only can make the 

return. 
The end of love is, to have two made 

one 
In vdll, and in affection, that the minds 
Be iirfl inoculated, not the bodies. 
The body's love is frail, fubjed to 

change. 
And alter (till with it ; the mind's is 

firm. 
One and the fame, proceedeth firfl from 

weighing. 
And well examining what is fair and 

good ; 
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Then what is like in reafon, fit in 
manners ; 

That breeds good will : good will, defire 
of union. 

So knowledge firfl begets benevolence^ 

Benevolence breeds friend (hip, friend- 
Ihip love : 

And where it ibu'ts or fteps afide from 
this. 

It is a mere degenerous appetite, 

A loft, oblique, depraved affeftion. 

And bears no mark or chara^er of love. 

Nor do they trefpafs within bounds of 
pardon 

That giving way and licence to their 
love, 

Diveft him of his nobleft ornaments. 

Which are his modefty and fhamefaced- 
nefs : 

And fo they do, that have unfit defigns 

Upon the parties they pretend to love. 

For what's more monftrous, more a 
prodigy. 

Than to hear me proteft truth of affec- 
tion 

Unto a perfon that I would difhonour ? 

And what's a more difhonour, than de- 
facing 

Another's good with forfeiting mine own. 



o 2 



148 • Brave Trans lunary Things ' 

And drawing on a fellowlhip of fin ? 
From note of which though for awhile 

we may 
Be both kept fafe by caution, yet the 

confcience 
Cannot be cleanfed. For what was 

hitherto 
Call'd by the name of love, becomes 

deftro/d 
Then, with the faft ; the innocency loft. 
The bating of affedlion foon will follow ; 
And love is never true that is not 

lafting : 
No more than any can be pure or per- 

fed. 
That entertains more than one objed. 

{Ibid.) 

r 

TRIUMPH BT iriNG. 

He is a narrow-minded man that 
affects a triumph in any glorious ftudy ; 
but to triumph, in a lie, and a lie them- 
felves have forged, is frontlefs. Folly 
always goes beyond her bounds ; but 
impudence knows none. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 
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WELL'APPARELLED LIES. 

It is an art ta have fo much judgment 
as to apparel a lie well, to give it a good 
dreffing: that though the nakedncfs 
would ihow deformed and odious, the 
fuiting of it might draw their readers. 
Some love any ftrumpet (be Ihe never 
fo Ihop-like or meretricious) in good 
clothes. But thefe Nature could not 
have formed them better, to deftroy 
their own teftimony, and overthrow 
their calumny. {Ibid.) 

r 

THE CORRUPTION OF 

MANNERS. 

There cannot be one colour of the 
mind, another of the wit. If the mind 
be (laid, grave and compofed, the wit is 
fo ; that vitiates, the other is blown 
[s tainted] and deflowered. Do we 
not fee, if the mind languifh, the 
members are dull ? Look upon an 
effeminate perfon, his very gait con- 
feffeth him. If a man be fiery, his 
motion is fo ; if angry, it is troubled 
and violent. So that we may conclude 
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wherefoever manners and faihions are 
corrupted, language is. It imitates the 
public riot. The excefs of feafts and 
apparel are the notes of a fick State ; 
and the wantonnefs of language of a 
fick mind. (* Difcoveries.') 

SONG BEFORE THE ENTRT 
OF THE MARQUIS. 

Spring all the graces of the age. 
And all the loves of Time ; 

Bring all thd pleafures of the ftage. 
And reliihes of rhyme 5 

Add all the foftnefTes of Courts, 

The Itifb, the laughters, and the fports ; 

And mingle all their fweets and falts. 

That none may fay the triumph halts. 
('The Fortunate Ifles and their 

Union.* 1625.) 

r 

MEMORT. 

A Snatch of Autobiography. 

Memory, of all the powers of the 
mind, is the mod delicate and frail. It 
is the firft of our faculties that age in- 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 



~ 



vades. Seneca, the father, the rhetori- 
cian, confefTeth of himfelf he had a 
miraculous one ; not only to receive, 
but to hold. I myfelf could, in my 
youth, have repeated all that ever I had 
made, and fo continued till I was paft 
forty : fince it is much decayed in me. 
Yet I can repeat whole books that I 
have read, and poems of fome feleded 
friends, which I have liked to charge 
my memory with. It was wont to be 
faithful to me, but fhaken with age 
now, and floth, which weakens the 
flrongeft abilities, it may perform fome- 
what, but cannot promife much. By 
exercife it is to be made better, and fer- 
viceable. Whatfoever I pawned with 
it while I was young and a boy, it offers 
me readily, and without flops : but what 
I truft to it now, or have done of later 
years, it lays up more negligently, and 
oftentimes lofes ; fo that I receive mine 
own (though frequently called for) as if 
it were new and borrowed. Nor do I 
always find prefently from it what I 
feek ; but while I am doing another 
thing, that I laboured for will come : 
and what I fought with trouble, will 
offer itfelf when I am quiet. Now, in 
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fome men I have found it as happy as 
nature, who, whatfoever they read or 
pen, they can fay without book pre- 
fently ; as if they did then write in their 
mind. And it is more a wonder in fuch 
as have a fwift ftyle, for their memories 
are commonly flowed ; fuch as torture 
their writings, and go into council for 
every word, mull needs feel foijiewhat, 
and make it their own at laft, though 
but through their own vexation. (* Dif- 
coveries.')* 



r 



MERCIFULNESS IN KINGS. 

Orpheui Hymn. 

A prince is the arbiter of life and 
death : when he finds no other fubje^l 
for his mercy, he fliould fpare himfelf. 
All his punifhments are rather to correal 
than to deftroy. Why are prayers unto 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates here : 
' The following touch of mental autobiography 
is not less interesting than curious. Had 
Shakespeare but left us the like ! . . . I can- 
not but imagine that Jonson must have wit- 
nessed this wonder in the crowning case of 
Shakespeare, the swiftness of whose "style,** 
or composition, was matter of general note.* — 
G. 
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Orpheus faid to be the daughters of 
Jupiter, but that princes are thereby 
admoniihed that the petitions of the 
wretched ought to have more weight 
with them than the laws themfelves ? 
(* Difcoveries.') 

r 

GOOD THING IN JAMES I. 

De opt. Rege Jacobo, — It was a great 
accumulation to his Majeft/s deferved 
praife that men might openly vifit and 
pity thofe whom his greatefl prifons had 
at any time received, or his laws con- 
demned. {Ibid.)* 

r 

LOFE OF MONEY. 

Money never made any man rich, 
but his mind. He that can order him- 
felf to the law of Nature, is not only 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) annotates here: 
' The following note gives a better and a kind- 
lier impression of King James I. than anything 
else — as far as I know — ^recorded of that sin- 
gular sovereign.' One inevitably thinks of the 
deplorable opposite shown by Charles I., e^,^ 
his inexorable and vixenish treatment of the 
illustrious Eliot. — G. 
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without the fenfe, but the fear of 
poverty. O ! but to ftrike blind the 
people with our wealth and pomp is 
the thing ! What a wretchednefs is 
this — to thruft all our riches outward, 
and be beggars within ; to contemplate 
nothing but the little, vile, and fordid 
things of the world ; not the great, 
noble and precious ! We ferve our 
avarice ; and not content with the 
good of the earth that is offered us, 
we fearch and dig for the evil that is 
hidden. God offered us thofe things 
and placed them at hand, and near us, 
that He knew were profitable for us ; 
but the hurtful He laid deep, and hid. 
Yet do we feek only the things whereby 
we may perifh ; and bring them forth 
when God and Nature hath buried 
them. We covet fuperfluous things, 
when it were more honour for us if we 
would contemn neceflary. What need 
hath Nature of filver difhes, multitudes 
of waiters, delicate pages, perfumed 
napkins ? She requires meat only, and 
hanger is not ambitious. Can we think 
no wealth enough but fuch a ffate for 
which a man may be brought into 
a fremunirey begged, profcribed, or 
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poisoned ? O ! if a man could reftrain 
the fury of his gullet and groin, and 
think how many fires, how many kitchens, 
cooks, paftures, and ploughed lands ; 
what orchards, fleers, ponds, and parks, 
coops [= fowl-pens], and garne/s, he 
could fpare ; what velvets, tifTues, em- 
broideries, laces, he could lack ; and 
then how fhort and uncertain his life is: 
he were in a better way to happinefs, 
than to live the emperor of thefe de- 
lights, and be the didator of fafhions : 
but we make ourfelves flaves to our 
pleafures ; and we ferve fame and am- 
bition, which is an equal flavery. Have 
J not feen the pomp of a whole king- 
dom, and what a foreign king could 
bring hither ? Alfo* to make himfelf 
gazed and wondered at, laid forth, as it 
were, to the fhow ; and vanifh all away 
in a day? And fhall that which 
could not fill the expeftation of few 
hours, entertain and take up our whole 
lives ? when even it appeared as fuper- 

• Mr. Swinburne (as before) corrects ' also ' 
by ' all ' — more elegant and accurate, certainly, 
but less Jonsonian, who probably wrote * also ' 
as=an additional element of vanity in the 
' foreign king ' coming hither, t^,y merely to 
be gazed at, etc. Qu. King of Denmark ?--G. 
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fluous to the pofTefTors, as to me that 
was a fpeftator. The bravery was 
ihown, it was not poffefTed ; while it 
boafted itfelf it periihed. It is vile, 
and a poor thing to place our happinefs 
on thefe defires. Say we wanted them 
all. Famine ends famine. ('Dif- 
coveries.') 

r 

THE MULTITUDE. 

Vulgi mores — Morbus comitialis, — The 
Vulgar [= multitude] are commonly 
ill-natured, and always grudging againft 
their governors : which makes that a 
prince has more bufinefs and trouble 
with them than ever Hercules had with 
the bull or any other beaft ; by how 
much they have more heads than will 
be reined with one bridle. There was 
not that variety of beafts in the ark, as 
is of beaftly natures in the multitude; 
efpecially when they come to that ini- 
quity to cenfure [= pronounce judg- 
ment on] their fovereign's adions. 
Then all the counfels are made good, or 
bad, by the events : and it falleth out 
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that the fame fa6ls [ = afts] receive from 
them the names, now of diligence, now 
of vanity, now of majefty, now of fury ; 
where they ought wholly to hang on 
his mouth, as he to confift of himfelf, 
and not others' counfels. (* Dif- 
coveries.') 

r 

CONCERNING MUNDANE 
AFFAIRS. 

If we would coniider what our affairs 
are indeed, not what they are called, 
we fhould find more evils belonging to 
us than happen to us. How often doth 
that, which was called a calamity, prove 
the beginning and caufe of a man's 
happinefs ! and, on the contrary, that 
which happened or came to another with 
great gratulation and applaufe, how it 
hath lifted him but a ftep higher to his 
ruin ! as if he ftood before, where he 
might fall fafely. (* Difcoveries.*) 



r 
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ECHO'S LAMENT OF 
NARCISSUS. 

Slow, flow, frefh fount, keep .time with 
my fait tears : 
Yet flower, yet ; O faintly, gentle 
fprings : 
Lift to the heavy part the mufic bears. 
Woe weeps out her diviiion, when 
flie fings. 
Droop herbs and flowers. 
Fall grief in fliowers. 
Our beauties are not ours ; 
O, I could ftill. 
Like melting fnow upon fome craggy hill. 

Drop, drop, drop, drop. 
Since Nature's pride is now a 
withered daffodil. 

(* Cynthia's Revels.') 



r 



NATURE NOT EXHAUSTED. 

I cannot think Nature is fo fpent and 
decayed, that flie can bring forth nothing 
worth her former years. She is always 
the fame, like herfelf ; and when ihe 
colledb her ftrength, is abler ftill. Men 
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are decayed, and fludies ; but fhe is not. 
(' Difcoveries/)* 



r 



THE SWEET NEGLECT. 

Still to be neat, ftill to be dreft, 
As you were going to a feaft ; 
Still to be powdered, ilill perfumed : 
Lady, it is to be prefumed. 
Though Art's hid caufes are not found. 
All is not fweet, all is not found. 
Give me a look, give me a face. 
That makes iimplicity a grace ; 
Robes loofely flowing, hair as free, 
Such fweet neglefl more taketh me 
Than all th' adulteries of Art : 
They ftrike mine eyes, but not my heart. 
(* The Silent Woman.')t 

* Mr. Swinburne (as before) writes on this : 
' How grand is this ! Jonson never wrote a 
finer verse than that ; and very probably he 
never observed that it was a verse.' He also 
adds to ' she collects her strength,' the follow- 
ing, * As in the production of Shakespeare — if 
his good friend Ben Jonson had but known it.' 
But he did know it. See quotation under 
* Shakespeare.' — G. 

f A translation from the Latin of Bonne- 
fonius (Jean Bonnefons). — G. 
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NEGLIGENT SPEECH. 

Now that I have informed you in the 
knowing thefe things, let me lead you by 
the hand a little farther, in the direction 
of the ufe,and make you an able writer by 
pradtice. The conceits of the mind are 
pidures of things, and the tongue is the 
interpreter of thofe pidlures. The order 
of God's creatures in themfelves is not 
only admirable and glorious, but elo- 
quent : then he who would apprehend 
the confequence of things in their 
truth, and utter his apprehenfions as 
truly, were the beft writer or fpeaker. 
Therefore Cicero faid much when he 
faid, Dicere reSe nemo foteft^ nifi qui 
prudentes inteiiigit. The fhame of fpeak- 
ing unflcilfully were fmall, if the tongue 
only thereby were difgraced ; but as the 
image of a king, in his feal ill-repre- 
fented, is not fo much a blemiih to the 
wax, or the fignet that fealed it, as to 
the prince it reprefenteth ; fo difordered 
fpeech is not fo much injury to the lips 
that give it forth, as to the difpropor- 
tion and incoherence of things in them- 
felves fo negligently exprefled. Neither 
can his mind be thought to be in tune. 
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whofe words do jar ; nor his reafon in 
frame, whofe fentence is prepofterous ; 
nor his elocution clear and perfedl, 
whofe utterance breaks itfelf into frag- 
ments and uncertainties. Were it 
not a difhonour to a mighty prince, 
to have the majefly of his embaffage 
fpoiled by a carelefs ambaffador ? and 
is it not as great an indignity that 
an excellent conceit and capacity, 
by the indiligence of an idle tongue, 
ihould be difgraced ? Negligent fpeech 
doth not only difcredit the perfon of I 
the fpeaker, but it difcrediteth the 
opinion of his reafon and judgment; 
it difcrediteth the force and uniformity 
of the matter and fubftance. If it be fo 
then in words, which fly and efcape 
cenfure, and whofe one good phrafe 
begs pardon for many incongruities and 
faults, how fhall he then be thought 
wife whofe penning is thin and ihal low? 
How ihall you look for wit from him, 
whofe leifure and head, aflifled with 
the examination of his eyes, yield you 
no life or fharpnefs in his writings ? 
(* Difcoveries/) 

r 
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TO NIGHT. 

Breaky Phantafy, from thy cave of cloudy 

And fpread thy purple wings ; 
Now all thy figures are allowed. 
And various ihapes of things ; 
Create of airy forms a flream. 
It mud have bjood, and nought of 

phlegm ; 
And though it be a waking dream> 
Yet let it like an odour rife 

To all the fenfes here ; 
And fall like fleep upon their eyes. 
Or mufic in their ear. 

(* The Vifion of Delight.') 

r 

JN ODE. 

Helen, did Homer never fee 
Thy beauties, yet could write of thee ? 
Did SapphOy on her feven-tongued lute 
So fpeak, as yet it is not mute. 
Of Phaon's form ? or doth the boy, 
In whom Anacreon once did joy, 
Be drawn to life in his foft verfe, 
As he whom Maro did rehearfe ? 
Was Lefbia fung by learned Catullus ? 
Or Delia's graces by Tibullus ? 
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Doth Cynthia, in Propertius' fong. 
Shine more than (he the ftars among ? 
Is Horace his each love fo high, 
Rapt from the earth, as not to die ; 
With bright Lycoris, Gall us' choice, 
Whofe fame hath an eternal voice ? 
Or hath Corinna, by the name 
Her Ovid gave her, dimm'd the fame 
Of Caefar's daughters, and the line 
Which all the world then ftyled 

divine ? 
Hath Petrarch fince his Laura raifed 
Equal with her ? or Ronfard praifed 
His new Caflandra, 'bove the old. 
Which all the fates of Troy foretold ? 
Hath our great Sidney's Stella fet 
Where never ftar ihone brighter yet I 
Or Conflable's ambrofiac mufe 
Made Dian not her notes refufe ? 
Have all thefe done ? — and yet I mifs 
The fwan fo reliih'd Pancharis — 
And ihall not I my Celia bring. 
Where men may fee when I do fing ? 
Though I, in waking of my fong. 
Come fhort of all this learnM throng. 
Yet fure my 'tunes will be the beft. 
So much my fubjed drowns the reft. 

(* Underwoods.*) 
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OPINION. 

Opinion is a light, vain, crude and im- 
perfefl thing, fettled in the imagination, 
but never arriving at the underllanding, 
there to obtain the tindlure of reafon. 
We labour with it more than truth. 
There is much more holds us than 
preffeth us. An ill fadl [= deed or 
ad] is one thing, an il -fortune is 
another : yet oftentimes fway us alike, 
by the error of our thinking. (' Dif- 
coveries.') 

r 

OF RENOWNED ORATORS. 

I have known many excellent men 
that would fpeak fuddenly, to the ad- 
miration of their hearers; who, upon 
iludy and premeditation, have been 
forfaken by their own wits, and no way 
anfwered their fame : their eloquence 
was greater than their reading ; and the 
things they uttered, better than thofe 
they knew : their fortune deferved 
better of them than their cafe. For 
men of prefent fpirits, and of greater 
wits than ftudy, do pleafe more in 
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the things they invent, than in thofe 
they bring. And I have heard fome of 
them compelled to fpeak, out of necef- 
fity, that have fo infinitely exceeded 
themfelves, as it was better both for 
them and their auditory, that they were 
fo furprifed, not prepared. Nor was it 
fafe then to crofs them, for their adver- 
fary ; their anger made them more elo- 
quent. Yet thefe men I could not but 
love and admire, that they returned to 
their ftudies. They left not diligence 
(as many do) when their rafhnefs prof- 
pered ; for diligence is a great aid, even 
to an indifferent wit ; when we are not 
contented with the examples of our 
own age, but would know the face of 
the former. Indeed, the more we con- 
fer with [=8 compare] the more we 
frofit by, if the perfons be chofen 
=s choice]. (* Difcoveries '). 

r 



BACON J8 AN ORATOR. 

Dominus Ferulamius, — One, though 
he be excellent, and the chief, is not to 
be imitated alone : for no imitator ever 
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grew up to his author. Likenefs is 
always on this lidc truth. Yet there 
happened in my time one noble fpeaker 
who was full of gravity in his fpeaking. 
His language (where he could fpare or 
pafs by a jeft) was nobly cenforious [== ju- 
dicial ?]. No man ever fpake more neatly, 
more frefhly, more weightily, or fuffered 
lefs emptinefs, lefs idlenefs, in what he 
uttered. No member of his fpeech, 
but confifted of his own graces. His 
hearers could not cough, or look afide 
from him, without lofs. He commanded 
where he fpake ; and had his judges 
angry and pleafed at his devotion. No 
man had their affedions more in his 
powers. The fear of every man that 
heard him was, left he ihould make an 
eni {Ibid.) 

r 

ORJTORS—Effex, Raleigh, Saville, 
Sandys^ Egerton, Bacon. 

The Earl of Eflex was noble and 
high ; and Sir Walter Raleigh, not to 
be contemned, either for judgment or 
ftyle. Sir Henry Saville, grave and 
truly lettered ; Sir Edwin Sandys, ex- 
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cellent in both ; Lord Egerton, the 
Chancellor, a grave and great orator, 
and beft when he was provoked. But 
his learned and able (though unfortun- 
ate) fuccefTor [Bacon] is he who hath 
filled up all numbers, and performed 
that in our tongue, which may be com- 
pared or preferred either to infolent 
[ = boaftful] Greece, or haughty Rome. 
In ihort, within his view, and about his 
times, were all the wits born, that could 
honour a language, or help ftudy. Now 
things daily fall, wits grow downward, 
and eloquence grows backward : fo that 
he may be named, and (land as the 
mark and axiili of our language. {Ibid.) 
[Sec under * Bacon.'] 

r 

EFIL PAINSTAKING. 

Many might go to heaven with half 
the labour they go to hell, if they 
would venture their induftry the right 
way. (* Difcoveries.') 



r 
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PARASITES. 

Parafiti ad tnenfam, — Thefe are flat- 
terers for their bread, that praife all my 
oraculous lord does or fays, be it true or 
falfe : invent tales that (hall pleafe ; 
make baits for his lordihip's ears ; and 
if they be not received in what they 
offer at, they fhift a point of the com- 
pafs, and turn their tale, prefently tack 
about, denying what they confeffed, and 
confefs what they denied ; fit their dif- 
courfe to the perfons and occafions. 
What they fnatch up and devour at one 
table, utter at another : and grow fuf- 
pefted of the mafter, hated of the fer- 
vants, while they enquire, and repre- 
hend, and confound, and delate buiinefs 
of the houfe they have nothing to do 
with : they praife my lord's wine, and 
the fame he likes ; obferve the cook 
and bottleman, while they (land in my 
lord's favour, fpeak for a penfion for 
them ; but pound them to dud upon my 
lord's lead difbifle, or change of his 
palate. 

How much better is it to be iilent, or 
at leail to fpeak fparingly ! for it is not 
enough to fpeak good but timely things. 



If a man be afked a queftion, to anfwer ; 
but to repeat the queftion before he 
anfwer it well, that he be fure to under- 
ftand it, to avoid abfurdlty ; for it is 
lefs diihonour to hear imperfedly than 
to fpeak imperfeftly. The ears are 
excufed, the under (landing is not. And 
in things unknown to a man, not to 
give his opinion, left by the affedation 
of knowing too much, he lose the 
credit he hath in fpeaking or knowing 
the wrong way what he utters. Nor 
feek to get his patron's favour by em- 
barking himfelf in the factions of the 
family : to enquire after domeftic 
fimulties [= iimulations], their fports 
or affeftions. They are very odious 
and vile kind of creatures, that fly 
about the houfe all day, and picking up 
the filth of the houfe like pyes, or 
fwallows, carry it to their neft (the 
lord's ears), and oftentimes repeat the 
lies they have feigned, for what they 
have feen and heard. (* Difcoveries.*) 



r 
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PARTY POLITICS. 

Some adlions, be they never fo beau- 
tiful and generous, are often obfcured 
by bafe and vile mifconftruftions, either 
out of envy, or ill nature, that judgeth 
of others as of itfelf. Nay, the times 
are fo wholly grown to be either partial 
or malicious, that if he be a friend, all 
fits well about him, his very vices fhall 
be virtues : if an enemy, or of the con- 
trary faftion, nothing is good or toler- 
able in him : infomuch that we care 
not to difcredit and fhame our judg- 
ments, to foothe our paffions. (' Dif- 
coveries,') 



r 



AN EPITAPH ON SALATHIEL 

PAFT. 

{A Child of Queen Elizabeths Chapel.) 

Weep with me, all you that read 

This little ftory ; 
And know, for whom a tear you fhed 

Death's felf is forrv. 
*Twas a child that fo did thrive 

In grace and feature. 
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As Heaven and Nature feem'd to ftrivc 

Which own'd the creature. 
Years he numbered fcarce thirteen 

When Fates turn'd cruel. 
Yet three fiird zodiacs had he been 

The Stage's jewel ; 
And did a6t, what now we moan. 

Old men To duly. 
As, footh, the Parcae thought him one, 

He pla/d fo truly. 
So, by error to his fate 

They all confented ; 
But viewing him (ince, alas, too late I 

They have repented. 
And have fought, to give new birth. 

In baths to deep him ; 
But being fo much too good for earth. 

Heaven vows to keep him, 

(* Epigrams.') 

r 

THE PEMBROKES. 
I. William^ Earl of Pembroke. 

I do but name thee, Pembroke, and I 

find 
It is an epigram on all mankind ; 
Againft the bad, but of and to the good : 
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Both which are aik'd^ to have thee 

under flood. 
Nor could the age have mifTed thee, in 

this flrife 
Of Vice and Virtue, wherein all great 

life 
Almoil is exercifed ; and fcarce one 

knows, 
To which, yet, of the fides himfelf he 

owes. 
They follow Virtue for reward to-day ; 
To-morrow Vice, if (he give better 

pay: 
And are fo good, and bad, juft at a 

price, 
As nothing elfe difcerns the virtue s 

vice. 
But then, when nobUfTe keeps one nature 

ftill. 
And one true poflure, though befieged 

with ill. 
Of what ambition, fa6lion, pride can 

raife ; 
Whofe life, even they that envy it, muft 

praife ; 
That art fo reverenced, as thy coming 

in. 
But in the view, doth interrupt their 

fin ; 
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Thou muft draw more: and they that 

hope to fee 
The Commonwealth ftill fafe, muft ftudy 

thee. 

(* Epigrams.')* 

2. Epitaph on the Countefs of Pembroke, 

Underneath this fable herfe. 
Lies the fubjeft of all verfe ; 
Sidney's lifter, Pembroke's mother ; 
Death ! ere thou haft flain another, 
Learn'd and fair, and good as fhe. 
Time (hall throw a dart at thee. 

(* Underwoods.)! 

r 

PATERNAL GREATNESS. 

Greatnefs of name in the father oft- 
times helps not forth but overwhelms 

♦ Died 1630.— G. 

f Mary, sister of Sir Philip Sidney, and 
mother of William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke. 
She died in 1621. Buried in Salisbury Cathe- 
dral. Mr. W. C. Hazlitt, on the strength (or 
weakness) of a MS. copy, alleged to be in the 
autograph of William Browne (see under his 
name), has reclaimed these lines for him. But 
surely Browne might well transcribe so brilliant 
an epitaph without being thereby charged with 
claiming its authorship ? — G. 
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the fon ; they fland too near one another. 
The ihadow kills the growth : fo much, 
that we fee the grandchild come more 
and oftener to be heir of the firft, than 
doth the fecond : he dies between : the 
pofTeffion is the third's. (* Difcoveries.') 

r 

PERSPICUITr. 

A fool may talk, but a wife man 
fpeaks, and out of the obfervation, know- 
ledge and the ufe of things, many writers 
perplex their readers and hearers with 
mere nonfenfe. Their writings need 
funihine. Pure and neat language I 
love, yet plain and cullomary. A bar- 
barous phrafe has often made me out of 
love with a good fenfe, and doubtful 
writing hath racked my patience. The 
reafon why a poet is faid that he ought 
to have all knowledge is, that he fhould 
not be ignorant of the moft, efpecially 
of thofe he will handle. And indeed, 
when the attaining of them is poffible, 
it were a fluggifh and bafe thing to 
defpair. For frequent imitation of any- 
thing becomes a habit quickly. If a man 
ihould profecute as much as could be 
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faid of everything, his work would find 
no end, (' Difcoveries.') 

r 

METAPHORS. 

Metaphors far-fetched, hinder to be 
unde'rflood ; and affedted, lofe their 
grace. Or when the perfon fetcheth 
them from a wrong place. As if a 
privy-councillor fhould at the table take 
his metaphors from a dicing-houfe, or 
ordinary, or a vinter's vault ; or a 
juitice of peace, draw his fimilitudes 
from the mathematics, or a divine from 
a bawdy-houfe, or taverns ; or a gentle- 
man of Northamptonfhire, Warwick- 
fhire, or the Midland, ihould fetch all 
the illuftrations to his country neigh- 
bours from ihipping and tell them of 
the mainfheet and the bowline. Meta- 
phors are thus many times deformed, 
as in him that faid Caftratam morte 
Africani rempublicam. And another, 
Stercus curia Glauciam, And Cana nive 
conspuit Alpes, All attempts that are 
new in this kind are dangerous, and 
fomewhat hard, before they be foftened 
with ufe. A man coins not a new word 
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without fome peril, and lefs fruit ; for 
if it happen to be received, the praife is 
but moderate ; if refufed, the fcorn is 
aflured. Yet we muft adventure ; for 
things, at firfl hard and rough, are by 
ufe made tender and gentle. It is an 
honeft error that is committed, follow- 
ing great chiefs. {Ibid.) 

r 

TO PENS HURST. 

Thou art not, Penshurst, built to envious 

fhow 
Of touch"* or marble ; nor canft boaH a 

row 
Of polifh'd pillars, or a roof of gold : 
Thou haft no lantern, whereof tales are 

told; 
Or ftair, or courts ; but ftand'ft an 

ancient pile. 
And thefe grudg'd at, art reverenced the 

while. 
Thou joy* ft in better marks, of foil, of 

air. 
Of wood, of water ; therein thou art 

fair. 



* 



'= Basanite or black granite. — G. 
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Thou haft thy walks for health, as well 

as fport ; 
Thy mount, to which the Dryads do 

refort. 
Where Pan and Bacchus their high 

feafts have made, 
Beneath the broad beech, and the cheft- 

nut fhade ; 
That taller tree, which of a nut was 

fet. 
At his great birth, where all the Mufes 

met 
There, in the writhed bark, are cut the 

names 
Of many a fylvan, taken with his flames ; 
And thence the ruddy fatyrs oft provoke 
The lighter fauns, to reach thy lady's 

oak. 
Thy copfe too, named of Gamage, thou 

haft there. 
That never fails to ferve the feafoned 

deer, 
When thou wouldft feaft or exercife thy 

friends. 
The lower land, that to the river bends. 
Thy fheep, thy bullocks, kine, and 

calves do feed ; 
The middle grounds thy mares and 

horfes breed. 
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Each bank doth yield thee conies ; and 

tree tops 
Fertile of wood, Aihore and Sydney's 

copp's, [ = copse 

To crown thy open table, doth provide 
The purpled pheafant, with the fpeckled 

fide : 
The painted partridge lies in ev'ry field. 
And for thy mefs is willing to be kill'd. 
And if the high-fwoln Medway fail thy 

diih. 
Thou had thy ponds, that pay thee 

tribute fi(h ; 
Fat agM carps that run into thy net. 
And pikes, now weary their own kind to 

eat. 
As loth the fecond draught or caft to 

ftay, 
Officioufly at firfi themfelves betray. 
Bright eels that emulate them, and leap 

on land. 
Before the fifher, or into his hand. 
Then hath thy orchard fruit, thy garden 

flowers, 
Frefh as the air, and new as are the 

hours. 
The early cherry, with the later plum. 
Fig, grape, and quince, each in his time 

doth come : 
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The blafhing apricot, and woolly peach 
Hang on the walls, that every child may 

reach. 
And though thy walls be of the country 

ftone. 
They're rear'd with no man's ruin, no 

man's groan ; 
There's none, that dwell about them, 

wifh them down. 
But all come in, the farmer and the 

clown ; 
And no one empty-handed, to falute 
Thy lord and lady, though they have 

no fuit. 
Some bring a capon, fome a rural cake. 
Some nuts, fome apples ; fome that 

think they make 
The better cheefes, bring them ; or elfe 

fend 
By their ripe daughters, whom they 

would commend 
This way to hufbands ; and whofe 

bafkets bear 
An emblem of themfelvesinplumor pear. 
But what can this (more than exprefs 

their love) 
Add to thy free praifings, far above 
The need of fuch? Whofe liberal 
' board doth flow, 
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With all that hofpitality doth know ! 
Where comes no gueft, but is allow'd 

to eat, 
Without his fear, and of thy lord's own 

meat : 
Where the fame beer and bread, and 

felf-fame wine 
That is his lordfhip's, (hall be alfo mine. 
And I not fain to fit (as fome this day. 
At great men's tables) and yet dine 

away. 
Here no man tells my cups ; nor Hand- 
ing by, 
A waiter, doth my gluttony envy : 
But gives me what I call, and lets me eat : 
He knows, below, he Ihall find plenty 

of meat '; 
Thy tables hoard not up for the next 

day, 
Nor, when I take my lodging, need I 

pray 
For fire, or lights, or livery ; all is 

there ; 
As if thou then wert mine, or I reign'd 

here : 
There's nothing I can wifh, for which 

I ftay. 
That found King James, when hunting 

late, this way. 
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With his brave fon, the prince ; they 

faw thy fires 
Shine bright on every hearth, at the 

defires 
Of thy Penates had been fet on flame. 
To entertain them ; or the country 

came. 
With all their zeal, to warm their wel- 
come here. 
What (great, I will not fay) but fudden 

cheer 
Didft thou then make 'em ! and what 

praife was heap'd 
On thy good lady, then I who therein 

reaped 
The juil reward of her high hufwifry ; 
To have her linen, plate, and all things 

nigh. 
When fhe was far ; and not a room, but 

drcft, 
As if it had expelled fuch a gueft I 
Thefe Penfhurft, are thy praife, and yet 

not all ; 
Thy lady's noble, fruitful, chaftc withal. 
Her children thy great lord may call 

his own, 
A fortune, in this age, but rarely known. 
They are, and have been taught re- 
ligion ; thence 
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Their gentler fpirits have fuck'd inno- 
cence. 

Each morn, and even, they are taught 
to pray, 

With the whole houfehold, and may, 
every day. 

Read in their virtuous parents' noble 
parts 

The myfteries of manners, arms, and 
arts. 

Now Penfhurft, they that will propor- 
tion thee 

With other edifices, when they fee 

Thofe proud, ambitious heaps, and 
nothing elfe. 

May fay, their lords have built, but 
thy lord dwells. 

(* The Foreft.') 

r 

PERSPICUirr AND ELE^ 
GJNCE. 

A man fhould fo deliver himfelf to 
the nature of the fubje6t whereof he 
fpeaks, that his hearer may take know- 
ledge of his difcipline with fome delight ; 
and fo apparel fair and good matter, 
that the ftudious of elegancy be not 
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defrauded : redeem arts from their 
rough and brakey feats ; where they 'lay 
hid and overgrown with thorns, to a 
pure, open and flowery light, where 
they may take the eye and be taken by 
the hand. (* Difcoveries.') 



r 



MY PICTURE— LEFT IN SCOT- 
LAND. 

I now think Love is rather deaf than 
blind. 
For elfe it could not be. 

That fhe. 
Whom I adore fo much, fhould fo flight 

me, 
And caft my fuit behind ; 
I'm fure my language to her was as 
fweet. 
And every clofe did meet 
In fentence of as fubtle feet. 
As hath the youngeft he. 

That fits in fhadow of Apollo's 
tree. 
Oh! but my confcious fears. 

That fly my thoughts between ; 
Tell me that flie hath feen. 
My hundreds of gray hairs, 
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Told fix and forty years ; 
Read To much walle, as (he cannot 

embrace 
My mountain belly, and my rocky face ; 
And all thefe, though her eyes have 

ftopt her ears. 

(• Underwoods.')* 

r 

THB PIOUS AND UPRIGHT. 

De fits et probis. — Good men are the 
ftars> the planets of the ages wherein 
they live, and illufbate the times. God 
did never let them be wanting to the 
world : as Abel, for an example of inno- 
cency ; Enoch, of purity ; Noah, of 
truil in God's mercies ; Abraham, of 
faith ; and fo of the reft. Thefe fenfual 
men thought mad, becaufe they would 
not be partakers or pradtifers of their 
madnefs. But they, placed high on the 
top of all virtue, looked down on the 
ftage of the world, and contemned the 
play of Fortune. For though the moft 
be players, fome muft be fpedlators. 
(* Difcoveries.') 

* See our Introduction. — G. 

r 
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SACRED POEMS. 

J. The Sinner's Sacrihcb. 

I. To the Holy Trinity. 

O Holy, blefled, glorious Trinity 
Of perfons, ftill one God in Unity I 
The faithfal man's believed myftery. 

Help, help to lift 
Myfelf to Thee, harrow'd, torn and 

bruifed. 
By fin and Satan ; and my flefh mifufed. 
As my heart lies in pieces, all confufed, 

O take my gift I 

All-gracious God, the finner's facrifice, 

A broken heart. Thou wert not wont 
defpife ; 

But 'bove the fat of rams, or bulls to 
prize, 

An offering meet. 

For Thy acceptance : O, behold me 
right. 

And take compailion on my grievous 
plight I 

What odour can be, than a heart con- 
trite. 

To Thee more fweet ? 
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Eternal Father, God, Who didft create 
This all of nothing ; gav'fl it form and 

fate. 
And breath'ft into it life and light, with 

ftate 

To worfhip Thee ! 
Eternal God, the Son, Who not 

deniedft 
To take our nature ; becam'il man, and 

diedft. 
To pay our debts, upon Thy crofs, and 

criedft 

All's done in Me ! 

Eternal Spirit, God from both pro- 
ceeding, 

Father and Son ; the Comforter, in 
breeding 

Pure thoughts in man ; with fiery zeal 
them feeding 

For adls of grace ! 

Increafe thofe ads, O glorious Trinity 

Of perfons, (till one God in Unity ; 

Till I attain the long'd-for myftery 

Of feeing your face. 

Beholding one in three, and three in one, 
A Trinity, to fhine in Union, 
The gladdefl light dark man can think 
upon ; 

O grant it me I 
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Father and Son, and H0I7 Ghoft, you 

three. 
All co-eternal in your majefty, 
Diftindt in Perfons, yet in unity 

One God to fee. 

My Maker, Saviour, and my San£tifierl 
To hear, to mediate, fweeten my defire 
With grace, with love, with cherifhing 
entire : 

O, then how bleft I 
Among Thy faints eledied to abide. 
And with Thy angels placed, fide by 

fide. 
But in Thy prefence, truly glorified 

Shall I there refl. 

(* Underwoods.') 



r 



2. An Hymn to God the Father, 

Hear me, O God I 

A broken heart 

Is my befl part ; 
Ufe ftill Thy rod. 

That I may prove 

Therein, Thy love. 
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If Thou hadft not 

Been Hern to me, 

But left me free> 
I had forgot 

Myfclf and Thee. 

For, fin's fo fweet. 

As minds ill bent 

Rarely repent. 
Until they meet 

Their punifhment. 

Who more can crave 

Than Thou haft done ? 

That gav'ft a Son 
To free a flave ; 

Firft made of nought ; 

With all fince bought. 

Sin, death, and hell. 

His glorious name 

Quite overcame ; 
Yet I rebel. 

And flight the fame. 
But, Fll come in. 

Before my lofs. 

Me farther tofs ; 
As fure to win. 

Under His crofs, 

{Ibid.) 

r 
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3.' Jn Hymn on the Nativity of my 
Saviour. 

I fing the birth was born to-night. 
The Author both of life and light ; 

The angels fo did found it. 
And like the ravifh'd fhepherds faid. 
Who faw the light, and were afraid. 

Yet fearch'd, and true they found it. 

The Son of God, the Eternal King, 
That did us all falvation bring. 

And freed the foul from danger ; 
He Whom the whole world could not 

take, 
The Word, which heaven and earth did 
make. 

Was now laid in a manger. 

The Father's wifdom will'd it fo ; 
The Son's obedience knew no No ; 

Both wills were in one ftature ; 
And as that wifdom had decreed. 
The Word was now made flefh indeed. 

And took on Him our nature. 

What comfort by Him do we win. 
Who made Himfelf the price of fin, 

To make us heirs of glory t 
To fee this Babe, all innocence. 
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A martyr born in our defence ; 
Can man forget this flory ? 

{Ibid.) 

r 

TO HEJFEN. 

Good and great God t can I not think 

of Thee, 
But it muft fh-aight my melancholy be ? 
Is it interpreted in me difeafe, 
That, laden with my fins, I feek for 

eafe? 
O be Thou witnefs, that the reins doft 

know 
And hearts of all, if I be feed for (how ; 
And judge me after : if I dare pretend 
To aught but grace, or aim at other 

end. 
As Thou art all, fo be Thou all to me, 
Firft, moil, and lafl, connected One, and 

Three ! 
My faith, my hope, my love ; and in 

this flate. 
My judge, my witnefs, and my advocate. 
Where have I been this while exiled 

from Thee, 
And whither rapt, now Thou but 

ftoop'ft to me ? 
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Dwell, dwell here ftill ! O, being every 

where, 
How can I doubt to find Thee ever 

here ? 
I know my ilate, both full of fhame and 

fcorn. 
Conceived in fin, and unto labour born ; 
Standing with fear, and muft with 

horror fall, 
And deflin'd unto judgment, after all. 
I feel my grief too, and there fcarce is 

ground. 
Upon my flefti t* infiid another wound : 
Yet dare I not complain, or wifh for 

death. 
With holy Paul, left it be thought the 

breath 
Of difcontent ; or that thefe prayers be 
For wearinefs of life, not love of Thee. 

(' The Foreft.') 

r 

POETRT, JN ILL MISTRESS. 

Poetry, in this latter age, hath proved 
but a mean miftrefs to fuch as have 
wholly addifted themfelves to her, or 
given their names up to her family. 
They who have but faluted her on the 
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by, and now and then tendered their 
vifitS) (he hath done much for, and ad- 
vanced in the way of their own pro- 
feifion (both the Law and the Gofpel) 
beyond all they could have hoped or 
done for themfelves, without her favour. 
Wherein fhe doth emulate the judi- 
cious but prepoflerous bounty of the 
time's grandees : who accumulate all 
they can upon the paraiite, or frefh-man 
in their friendfhip ; but think an old 
client, or honefl fervant, bound by his 
place to write and ftarve. (* Difcoveries/) 

r 

MISTAKEN FERDICTS ON 
POETRr. 

In thefe things the unfldlful are 
naturally deceived, and judging wholly 
by the bulk, think rude things greater 
than polifhed, and fcattered [«occa- 
fional] more numerous [ » metrical] than 
comppfed : nor think this only to be 
true in the fordid multitude, but the 
neater fort of our gallants : for all are 
the multitude ; only they differ in 
clothes, not in judgment or underftand- 
ing. {Ibid,) 

r 



from the Works of Ben Jonson. 193 



AUGUSTUS DISCOURSES OF 
POETRr. 

Casar, Mecanas, Gallus, Tibullus, 

Horace. 

Equites Romanu 

Cas, We, that have conquered ftill to 
fave the conquer'd, 
And loved to make inflidtions fear'd, not 

^ felt; 
Grieved to reprove, and joyful to reward, 
More proud of reconcilement than re- 
venge, 
Refume into the late ftate of our love, 
Worthy Cornelius Gallus and Tibullus:* 
You both are gentlemen ; you, Cor- 
nelius, 
A foldier of renown, and the firft provoft 
That ever let our Roman Eagles fly 
On fwarthy Egypt, quarried with her 

fpoils. 
Yet (not to bear cold forms, nor men's 

out-terms. 
Without the inward fires, and lives of 
men) 

* They had ofTended the emperor by con- 
cealing the love of Ovid for the princess Julia. 
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You both have virtues, fhining through 

your fhapes ; 
To Ihow, your titles are not writ on 

polls, 
Or hollow fbttues ; which the bed men 

are. 
Without Promethean fluffings reach'd 

from heaven. 
Sweet Poefy's facred garlands crown 

your gentry ; 
Which is, of all the faculties on earth, 
The mod abiba^l, and perfect, if flie 

be 
True born, and nurfed with all the 

fciences. 
She can fo mould Rome, and her monu- 
ments, 
Within the liquid marble of her lines. 
That they fhall (land frefh and miracu- 
lous, 
Ev'n when they mix with innovating 

duft; 
In her fweet dreams fhall our brave 

Roman fpirits 
Chafe, and fwim after death, with their 

choice deeds 
Shining on their white ihoulders ; and 

therein 
Shall Tiber, and our famous rivers, fall 
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With fuch attra£tion, that the ambitious 

line 
Of the round world ihall to her centre 
fhrink. 

To hear their muiic. And for thefe 
high partSy 

Csefar ihall reverence the Pierian arts. 
Mec. Your majeftj's high grace to 
poefy 

Shall ftand 'gainft all the dull de- 
tractions 

Of leaden fouls ; who, for the vain 
aflumings 

Of fome, quite worthlefs of her fovereign 
wreaths. 

Contain her worthieft prophets in con- 
tempt. 
Gal, Happy is Rome of all earth's 
other ftatesy 

To have fo true and great a prefident, 

For her inferior fpirits to imitate. 

As Caefar is •y who addeth to the fun 

Influence and luflre, in increafing thus 

His infpirations, kindling fire in us. 
Hor. Phoebus himfelf (hall kneel at 
Caefar's fhrine 

And deck it with bay-garlands dew'd 
with wine. 

To quit the worfhip Caefar does to him : 



8 2 



1 96 * Brave Translunary Things ' 

Where other princes^ hoifted to their 

thrones 
By Fortune's paffionate and diforder'd 

power, 
Sit in their height like clouds before the 

fun, 
Hindering his comforts ; and (by their 

excefs 
Of cold in virtue, and crofs heat in vice) 
Thunder and tempeft on thofe learned 

heads, 
Whom Caefar with fuch honour doth 

advance. 
Tib. All human bufmefs Fortune doth 

command 
Without all order ; and with her blind 

hand. 
She, blind, beftows blind gifts : that 

ftill have nurfed. 
They fee not who, nor how, but ftill the 

worft. 
Cas, Caefar, for his rule, and for fo 

much ftuff 
As Fortune put in his hand, fhall dif- 

pofe it 
(As if his hand had eyes, and foul, in 

With worth and judgment. Hands that 
part with gifts, 
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Or will reflrain their ufe, without 

defert, 
Or with a mifery, numb'd to Virtue's 

right, 
Work, as they had no foul to govern 

them. 
And quite rejeft her; fevering their 

eftates 
From human order. Whofoever can, 
And will not cherifli Virtue, is no man. 
Eques. Virgil is now at hand, imperial 

Csefar. 
Cas, Rome's honour is at hand then. 

Fetch a chair. 
And fet it on our right-hand ; where 

'tis fit, 
Rome's honour and our own ihould ever 

fit. 
Now he is come out of Campania, 
r doubt not he hath finifh'd all 'his 

iEneids ; 
Which, like another foul, I long to enjoy. 
What think you three of Virgil, gentle- 
men, 
(That are of his profeffion, though rank'd 

higher) 
Or, Horace, what fayft thou, that art the 

pooreft. 
And likelieft to envy or to detraft ? 
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Hor, Caefar fpeaks after common men 

in this. 
To make a difference of me for my 

poornefs ; 
As if the filth of poverty funk as deep 
Into a knowing fpirit, as the bane 
Of riches doth into an ignorant foul. 
No, Csefar ; they be pathlefs mooriih 

minds. 
That being once made rotten with the 

dung 
Of damned riches, ever after link 
Beneath the fteps of any villany. 
But knowledge is the ne£lar, that keeps 

fweet 
A perfeft foul, ev'n in this grave of 

fin ; 
And for my foul, it is as free as Csefar's : 
For what I know is due 1*11 give to all. 
He that detracts, or envies virtuous 

merit, 
Is IHll the covetous and the ignorant 

fpirit. 
Cas, Thanks, Horace, for thy free 

and wholefome fharpnefs. 
Which pleafeth Csefar more than fervile 

fawns. 
A flatter'd prince foon turns the prince 

of fools. 
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And for thy fake, we'll put no difference 

more 
Between the great and good for being 

poor. 
Say then, loved Horace, thy true 

thought of Virgil. 
Hor. I judge him of a rectified fpirit, 
By many revolutions of difcourfe, 
(In his bright reafon's influence) refined 
From all the tartarous moods of common 

men; 
Bearing the nature and fimilitude 
Of a right heavenly body ; moft fevere 
In fafhion and coUeftion of himfelf ; 
And then as clear and confident as 

Jove. 
Gal, And yet fo chafle and tender is 

his ear. 
In fuffering any fyllable to pafs. 
That he thinks may become the 

honour'd name 
Of iffue to his fo examined felf ; 
That all the laffing fruits of his full 

merit 
In his own poems, he doth ftill diftafte ; 
As if his mind's piece, which he ftrove 

to paint, 
Could not with flefhly pencils have her 

right. 
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Jib. But to approve his works of 

fovereign worth, 
This obfervation (methinks) more than 

ferves ; 
And is not vulgar. That which he hath 

writ. 
Is with fuch judgment laboured, and 

diftiird 
Through all the needful ufes of our 

lives. 
That could a man remember but his 

lines, 
He ihould not touch at any ferious 

point. 
But he might breathe his fpirit out of 

him. 
Cas. You mean he might repeat part 

of his works. 
As fit for any conference he can ufe ? 
Tib, True, royal Csefar. 
Cas, Worthily obferved : 
And a mod worthy virtue in his works. 
What thinks material Horace of his 

learning ? 
Hor, His learning favours not the 

fchool-like glofs, 
That mod confifls in echoing words and 

terms. 
And fooneil wins a man an empty name ; 
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Nor anylong,orfar-fetch*d circumftance, 
Wrapped in the curious generarties of 

arts; 
But a direct and analytic Aim 
Of all the worth and firft efFeds of arts. 
And for his poefy, 'tis fo ramm'd with 

life, 
That it (hall gather ftrength of life, 

with being. 
And live hereafter more admired than 

now. 
Cas, This one confent, in all your 

dooms of him. 
And mutual loves of all your feveral 

merits. 
Argues a truth of merit in you all. 

[Virgil enters,] 
See, here comes Virgil ; we will rife 

and greet him : 
Welcome to Csefar, Virgil, Caefar and 

Virgil 
Shall differ but in found ; to Csefar, 

Virgil 
(Of his exprefled greatnefs) fhall be 

made 
A fecond firname ; and to Virgil, Caefar. 
Where are thy famous iEneids ? do us 

grace 
To let us fee, and furfeit on their fight 
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Vir, Worthlefs they are of Caefar's 

gracious eyes, 
If they were perfeft ; much more with 

their wants ; 
Which yet are more than my time could 

fupply. 
And could great Caefar's expe6lation 
Be fatisfied with any other fervice, 
I would not ihow them. 

Cas, Virgil is too modeft ; 
Or feeks, in vain, to make our longings 

more. 
Show them, fweet Virgil. 

Fir. Then, in fuch due fear 
As fits prefenters of great works to 

Caefar, 
I humbly ihow them. 

des. Let us now behold 
A human foul made viiible in life ; 
And more refulgent in a fenfelefs 

paper, 
Than in the fenfual compliment of 

kings. 
Read, read, thyfelf, dear Virgil ; let not 

me 
Profane one accent with an untuned 

tongue : 
Belt matter, badly fliown, (hows worfe 

than bad 
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See then this chair, of purpofe fet for 

thee, 
To read thy poem in ; refufe it not. 
Virtue, without prefumption, place may 

take 
Above beft kings, whom only fhe (hould 

make. 
Fir, It will be thought a thing ridi- 
culous 
To prefent eyes, and to all future 

times 
A grofs untruth ; that any poet (void 
Of birth, of wealth, or temporal dignity). 
Should, with decorum, tranfcend Caefar's 

chair. 
Poor virtue raifed, high birth and wealth 

fet under, 
CrofTeth Heaven's courfes, and makes 

worldlings wonder. 
Cas. The courfe of heaven, and fate 

itfelf, in this 
Will Caefar crofs ; much more all 

worldly cuftom. 
Hor, Cuftom in courfe of honour 
. ever errs ; 
And they are beft, whom fortune leaft 

prefers. 
Cas» Horace hath (but more ftriftly) 

fpoke our thoughts. 
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The vaft rude fwinge of general con- 
fluence 
Is, in particular ends, exempt from 

fenfe : 
And therefore reafon (which in right 

fliould be 
The fpecial reftor of all harmony) 
Shall fliow we are a man, diftinft by it 
From thofe, whom cuftom rapteth in 

her prefs. 
Afcend then, Virgil ; and where iirft by 

chance 
We here have turn'd thy book, do thou 

firft read. 
Fir, Great Caefar hath his will: I 

will afcend. 
'Twere fimple injury to his free hand, 
That fweeps the cobwebs from unufed 

virtue. 
And makes her (hine proportioned to her 

worth. 
To be more nice to entertain his grace, 
Than he is choice and liberal to a£Ford 

it. 
Cas. Gentlemen of our chamber, 

guard the doors, 
And let none enter ; peace. Begin, 

good Virgil. 
[Virgil re^s part of his fourth ^neid. 
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Fir, Meanwhile, the jfldes 'gan 
thunder, etc. 

(* Poetafter, or his Arraignment : 
a Comical Satyr.') 

[* This Roman play seems written to confute 
those enemies of Ben Jonson in his own days 
and ours, who have said that he made a 
pedantical use of his learning. He has here 
revived the whole court of Augustus by a 
learned spell. We are admitted to the society 
of the illustrious dead. Virgil, Horace, Ovid, 
Tibullus, converse in our own tongue more 
finely and poetically than they expressed them- 
selves in their native Latin. Nothing can 

be imagined more elegant, refined, and court- 
like than the scenes between this Louis the 
Fourteenth of antiquity and his literati. The 
whole essence and secret of that kind of inter- 
course is contained therein. The economical 
liberality by which greatness, seeming to waive 
some part of its prerogative, takes care to lose 
none of the essentials ; the prudential liberties 
of an inferior which flatter by commanded 
boldness and soothe with complimental sin- 
cerity.' — Charles Lamb.] 
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POETRT AND PAINTING. 

Poefes et piSiura, — Poetry and pifture 
[ = painting] are arts of a like nature, 
and both are bufy about imitation. It 
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was excellently faid of Plutarch, poetry 
was a fpeaking pifture, and pifture a 
mute poefy. For they both invent, 
feign, and devife many things, and 
accommodate all they invent to the ufe 
and fervice of Nature. Yet of the two 
the pen is more noble than the pencil ; 
for that can fpeak to the underftanding, 
the other but to the fenfe. They both 
behold pleafure and profit as their 
common objedl ; but Ihould abftain 
from all bafe pleafures, left they Ihould 
err from their end, and while they feek 
to better men's minds, deftroy their 
manners [ = morals]. They both are 
born artificers, not made. Nature is 
more powerful than ftudy. (* Dif- 
coveries.') 

r 

OF PAINTING. 

De piSiura, — Whofoever loves not 
pifture is injurious to truth, and all the 
wifdom of poetry. Pifture is the in- 
vention of heaven, the moft ancient and 
moft akin to Nature. It is itfelf a 
filent work, and always of one and the 
fame habit : yet it doth fo enter and 



penetrate the inmoft affedlion (being 
done by an excellent artificer) as fome- 
times it overcomes the power of fpeech 
and oratory. There are divers graces 
in it ; (o are there in the artificers. One 
excels in care, another in reafon, a 
third in eaiinefs, a fourth in nature and 
grace. Some have diligence and come- 
linefs ; but they want majefty. They 
can exprefs a human form in all the 
graces, fweetnefs, and elegancy ; but 
they mifs the authority. They can hit 
nothing but fmooth cheeks ; they can- 
not exprefs roughnefs or gravity. Others 
afpire to truth fo much, as they are 
rather lovers of likenefs than beauty. 
Zeuxis and Parrhafius are faid to be 
contemporaries : the firft found out the 
reafon of lights and fhadows in picture ; 
the other more fubtlely examined the 
line. {Ibid,) 

r 

POET AND ORATOR. 

The Poet is the neareft borderer 
upon the Orator, and expreffeth all his 
virtues. Though he be tied more to 
numbers he is his equal in ornament 
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and above him in his ilrength. And 
(of the kind) the comic comes neareft ; 
becaufe in moving the minds of men, 
and ftirring of affe6tions (in which 
oratory fhows, and efpecially approves 
his eminence) he chiefly excels. What 
figure of a body was Lyfippus ever able 
to form with his graces, or Apelles 
to paint with his pencil, as the comedy 
of life exprefl!eth fo many and various 
affeftions of the mind ? There fhall 
the fpectator fee fome infulting with 
joy, others fretting with melancholy, 
raging with anger, mad with love, boil- 
ing with avarice, undone with riot, 
tortured with expedlation, confumed 
with fear : no perturbation in common 
life but the orator finds an example of 
it with the fcene. And then for the 
elegancy of language, read but this 
infcription on the grave of a comic 
poet : 

* Immortales mortales si fas esset flere 
Flerent divae Camsenae Naevium Poetam ; 
Itaque postquam est Orcino traditus thesauro, 
ObUti sunt Romse lingu^ loqui LatinsL' 

('Difcoveries,') 
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UNCULTURED PRINCES. 

A prince without letters is a pilot 
without eyes. All his government is 
groping. In fovereignty it is a moft 
happy thing not to be compelled ; but 
(o it is the moft miferable not to be 
counfelled. And how can 'he be 
counfelled that cannot fee to read the 
beft counfellors (which are books), 
for they neither flatter us, nor hide from 
us ? He may hear, you will fay ; but 
how fhall he always be fure to hear 
truth ? or be counfelled the beft things, 
not the fweeteft ? They fay princes 
learn no art truly but the art of horfe- 
manfhip. The reafon is, the brave 
beaft is no flatterer. He will throw a 
prince as foon as his groom. Which is 
an argument, that the good counfellors 
to princes are the beft inftruments of a 
good age. For though the prince him- 
felf be of a moft prompt inclination to 
all virtue, yet the beft pilots have needs 
of manners, befides fails, anchor, and 
other tackle. (* Difcoveries.') 
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CHARACTER OF A PRINCE. 

Chara^er principis — Alexander Mag- 
nus, — If men did know what fliining 
fetters, gilded miferies and painted 
happinefs, thrones and fceptres were, 
there would not be fo frequent ftrife 
about the getting or holding of them : 
there would be more principalities than 
princes ; for a prince is the paftor of 
the people. He ought to fliear, not to 
flay his (heep ; to take their fleeces, not 
their fells [ = fldns]. Who were his 
enemies before, being a private man, 
become his children now he is public. 
He is the foul of the Commonwealth, 
and ought to cherifh it as his own body. 
Alexander the Great was wont to fay, 
' He hated that gardener that plucked 
his herbs or flowers up by the roots.' A 
man may milk a beaft till the blood 
come. Churn milk, and it yieldeth 
butter ; but wring the nofe, and the 
blood followeth. He is an ill prince 
that fo pulls his fubje6b* feathers, as he 
would not have them grow again : that 
makes his exchequer a receipt for the 
fpoils of thofe he governs. No, let him 
keep his own, not affe£l [sdefire] his 
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fubjefts' ; ftrive rather to be called juft 

than powerful. Not, like the Roman 

tyrants, affeft the furnames that grow by 

human flaughters : neither to feek war 

in peace, nor peace in war ; but to 

obferve faith given, though to an enemy. 

Study piety toward the fubjed ; fhew 

care to defend him. Be flow to punifh 

in divers cafes ; but be a (harp and 

fevere revenger of open crimes. Break 

no decrees, or diflblve no orders, to 

flacken the ftrength of laws. Choofe 

neither magiftrates, civil or ecclefiaftical, 

by favour or price : but with long 

difquifition and report of their worth, 

by all fufFrages. Sell no honours, nor 

give them haftily, but be flow them with 

counfel, and for reward ; if he do, 

acknowledge it (though late), and mend 

it. For princes are eafy to be deceived : 

and what wifdom can efcape where fo 

many court-arts are ftudied ? But above 

all, the prince is to remember, that 

when the Great Day of account comes, 

which neither magiftrate nor prince can 

ftiun, there will be required of him a 

reckoning for thofe whom he hath 

trufted, as for himfelf, which he muft 

provide. And if piety be wanting in 
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the priefts, equity in the judges, or the 
magifh-ates be found rated at a price, 
what jufticc or religion is to be ex- 
pefted ? which are the only two attri- 
butes make kings akin to God ; and is 
the Delphic fword, both to kill facri- 
fices, and to chaftife offenders. {Ibid,) 

r 

PRODIGALITT. 

Bags of money to a prodigal perfon, 
are the fame that cherry-ftones are with 
fome boys, and fo thrown away. (*Dif- 
coveries/) 

r 

J FIT OF RHTME AGAINST 

RUTME. 

Rhyme, the rack of fineft wits. 
That expreffeth but by fits 

True conceit ; 
Spoiling fenfes of their treafure, 
Cozening judgment with a meafure. 

But falfe weight ; 
Wrefting words from their true calling ; 
Propping verfe for fear of falling 

To the ground : 
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Jointing fyllables, drowning letters, 
Fattening vowels, as with fetters 

They were bound ! 
Soon as lazy thou wert known, 
All good poetry hence was flown. 

And art banifh'd : 
For a thoufand years together. 
All ParnafTus' green did wither. 

And art vani(h*d. 
Pegafus did fly away. 
At the wells no Mufe did ftay. 

But bewail'd. 
So to fee the fountain dry. 
And Apollo's mufic die, 

All light faiPd. 
Starveling rhymes did fill the ftage. 
Not a poet in an age 

Worthy crowning. 
Not a work deferving lays. 
Nor a line deferving praife, 

Pallas frowning : 
Greek was free from rhyme's infec- 
tion; 
Happy Greek, by this protection 

Was not fpoiled : 
Whilft the Latin, queen of tongues. 
Is not yet free from rhyme's wrongs. 

But refts foil'd. 
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Scarce the hill again doth flourifli, 
Scarce the world a wit doth nourifh. 

To reftore 
Phoebus to his crown again ; 
And the Mufes to their brain ; 

As before. 
Vulgar languages that want 
Words, and fweetnefs, and be fcant 

Of true meafure, 
Tyrant rhyme hath fo abufed. 
That they long fome have refufd 

Other cefure,* 
He that firft invented thee. 
May his joints tormented be, 

Cramp'd for ever ; 
Still my fyllables jar with time. 
Still my reafon wars with rhyme. 

Retting never ! 
May his fenfe when it would meet 
The cold tremour in his feet. 

Grow unfounder ; 
And his title be long fool, 
That in rearing fuch a fchool 

Was the founder. 

(* Underwoods.') 

* Seizure ; or, Qo. : Should it be censure 
^judgment ? — G. 

r 
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RELAXATION OF STUDIES. 

Eafe and relaxation are profitable to 
all fludies. The mind is like a bow, the 
ftronger by being unbent. But the 
temper in fpirits is all, when to com- 
mand a man's wit, when to favour it. 
I have known a man vehement on both 
fides, that knew no mean, either to 
intermit his fludies, or call upon them 
again. When he hath fet himfelf to 
writing, he would join night to day, 
prefs upon himfelf without releafe, not 
minding it, till he fainted ; a^d when 
he left off, refolve himfelf into all fports 
and loofenefs again, that it was almofl a 
defpair to draw him to his book ; but 
once got to it, he grew ftronger and 
more earneft by the eafe. His whole 
powers were renewed ; he would work 
out of himfelf what he defired ; but 
with fuch ezcefs as his ftudy could not 
be ruled ; he knew not how to difpofe 
his own abilities, or hufband them, he 
was of that immoderate power againft 
himfelf. Nor was he only a ftrong but 
an abfolute fpeaker and writer ; but his 
fubtlety did not (hew itfelf ; his judg- 
ment thought that a vice ; for the 
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ambufh hurts more that is hid. He 

never forced his language, nor went out 

of the highway of fpeaking, but for fome 

great neceffity or apparent profit : for 

he denied figures to be invented for 

ornament, but for aid ; and ftill thought 

it an extreme madnefs to bind or arreft 

that which ought to be right. ('Dif- 

coveries.')t 

f Mr. Swinburne (as before) writes on this : 
' I am inclined to suspect that we may discern 
in the next note {ut supra) another fragment 
of autobiography. For it may be doubted 
whether "the boon Delphic god," so admir- 
ably described by his faithful acolyte Marmion 
as presiding in the form of a human Laureate 
over the Bacchanalian oracle of Apollo, can 
ever have been able to say with equal truth of 
another than himself, "I have known, etc," 
... If any reader should think such a mix- 
ture of critical self-examination and compla- 
cent self-glorification impossible to any man 
of indisputable genius and of general good 
sense, that reader is not yet " sealed of the 
tribe of Ben ;" he has not arrived at a due 
appreciation of the writer's general strength 
and particular weakness as a critic and a 
workman, an artist and a thinker.' Perhaps — 
and we must differ from a critic so penetrative 
with fear and trembling — but I have always 
thought that Shakespeare was meant. I sus- 
pect, if we knew all, * gentle Will ' was more 
of a ^good fellow' than we ordinarily have 
thought, and that it was only by fits and starts 
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RELIGION. 

The ftrength of empire is in Religion. 
What elfe is the Palladium (with 
Homer) that kept Troy fo long from 
racking ? Nothing more commends the 
fovereign to the fubjeft than it For he 
that is religious, must be merciful and 
juft necefTarily : and they are two ftrong 
ties upon mankind. Juftice is the virtue 
that Innocence rejoiceth in. Yet even 
that is not always fo fafe, but it may love 
to ftand in the fight of Mercy. For 
fometimes Misfortune is made a crime, 
and then Innocence is fuccoured no lefs 
than virtue. Nay, often-times virtue is 
made capital ; and through the condi- 
tion of the times it may happen that 
they may be punifhed with our praife. 
Let no man, therefore, murmur at the 
actions of the prince, who is placed fo 
far above him. If he offend, he hath 
his difcoverer, God hath a height beyond 
him. But where the prince is good, 
Euripides faith — 

' God is a guest in a human body.' 

(* Difcoveries.') 

and retreats for study, he wrought out his 
miraculous conceptions. — G. 



u 



2 1 8 * Brave Translunary Things ' 



SHAKESPEARE. 

1 . On the Portrait of Shakefpeare in Folio 

0/162^, 

To the Reader. 

This figure that thou here feeft put, 
It was for gentle Shakefpeare cut ; 
Wherein the graver had a ftrife 
With Nature, to out-de the Iffe : 
O could he but have drawn his wit 
As well in brafs, as he has hit 
His face ; the firft would then furpafs 
All that w as ever writ i n brafs ; 
But 4iAC€ he cannot, R^dd^i', look 
Not on his pifture, but his book. 

2, To the Memory of my beloved Mafter 

William Shakefpeare, and what be hath 
left us. 

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy 

name, 
Am I thus ample to thy book and 

fame ; 

Whi1#> Trnpf#>fft fV^j w^^tin|>s tO bc fuch . 

As neither man, nor Mule, call pfStle 

too much. 
'Tis true, and all men's fuffrage. But 

thefe ways 
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Were not the paths I meant unto thy 
praife, 
* F or iillieft i^noraT |;;C ^" »>'^^'* "'ay 

lightr 
Which^ when it founds at beft, but 

echoes right ; 
Or blind affedtion^ which doth ne'er 

advance 
Thft truth, bm ^ropea^ and urgeth all 

by chance, 
Or crafty malice might pretend this 

praife. 
And think to ruin, where it feem'd to 

raife. 
Thefe are, as fome infamous bawd, or 

whore 
Should praife a matron ; what could 

hurt her more ? 
But thou art proof againft them, a nd 

indeed. 
Above the ill fortune of them, or the 

need. 
I therefore will begin : Soul of the age ! 
The applaufe ! delight ! thejKoader of 

our flagc ! 
My Shakespeare rife ! I will not lodge 

thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont 

lie 



"^ 



V 2 



220 



* Brave Translunary Things ' 



A little further off, to make thee room :* 
Thou art a monument without a tomb, 

art pliv^ (til l, while thy book doth 

live, - 
And we have wits to read, and praife to 

give. 
That T nftt njJT ^^^ fo, my brain 

ezcufes, 
I mean with great, but difproportion'd 

Mufes : 
For if I thought my judgment were of 

years, 
I Ihould commit thee furely with thy 

peers. 
And tell how far thou didft our Lylly 

outlhine, ^*^ 

Or fporting Kyd^ or Marlowe's mighty 

line. 
And though thou hadOualLLaUOii&nd 

From thence to honour thee, I will not 
feek 

* He refers to W. Basse's extremely notable 
* Elegy on Shakespeare,' where we read : 

' RenownM Spenser, lie a thought more nigh 
To learnM Chaucer ; and rare Beaumont, lie 
A little nearer Spenser, to make room 
For Shakespeare in your threefold, fourfold 
land.'— G. 
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For names : but call forth thundering 

iEfchylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us ; 
Pacuvius, Accius ; him of Cordova 

dead,* 
To live again, to hear thy buflcin tread 
And Ihake a ftage : or when thy focks 

were on. 
Leave thee alone for the comparifon 
Of all, that infolent Greece, or haughty 

Rome 
Sent forth, or fince did from their alhes 

come. 
Triumph, my Bpfflij 

fhow, 
To whom all ( cenes of Europe homa ge 

He was not of an age, but for all timie ! 
And all the Mufes ftill were m their 

prime, 
When, like Apollo, he came forth to 

warm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm ! 
Nature herfelf w^s^roud of his defigns, 
And joyed to wear the drclHiig of his 

liju^! 
Which were so richly, fpuiij and _woven 

* Seneca. — G. 
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As, fince, (he will vouchfafe no other 

wit. 
The merry Greek, tart Ariftophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not 

pleafe ; 
But antiquated and deferted lie, 
As thry wrrr nnt nf NnniTt^ fnmily 
Yet muft I not five Nature a ll ; thy 

art. 
My gentle Shakespeare, muft enjoy a 

part. 
For though the poet's mother Nature 

His art doth give the fafhion ; and, that 

he "^^^ 

Who cafts to write a living line,jiiuft 

fweat 
(Such as thine are) and ftrike the fecond 

heat 
Upon the Mufes' anvil ; turnjthcftpie,. 
And himfelf with it, that he tEinks to 

frame ; 
Or for the laurel, he may gain a 

fcorn ; 
For a go^d pr^»>o "^idfi ^'^j^"^^^ as 

born. 
And fuch w ere, th ou ! Look how the 

father's face 
Lives in his ifTue, even fo the race 



r 
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Of SH AKF-^ pBAi^fi^fl "^^"^ ^^^ manners 
brightly fhines 

In his wffH ^prnff^^JMi/! tv}^^ filpH 1in#»ft 

In eacR'or which he leems to'TSrike a 

lance. 
As brandifh'd at the cye^^oflgiyyance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a iight it 

were 
To fee thee in our waters yet appear. 
And make thofe flights upon the banks of 

Thames, 
That fo did take Eliza, and our James ! 
But ftay, I fee thee in the hemifphere 
Advanced, and^_rna|lg^ a- conftellation 




Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and 
with rage 

Or influence, chide or cheer the droop- 
ing ftage 

Which, fince thy flight from hence, hath 
mourn'd like night. 

And deTpairs day, but for thy volume's 
light. 

(From Folio of 1623 : and 
* Underwoods.') 



r 
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FACILITT OF SHAKESPEARE. 

I remember the Players have often 
mentioned it as an honour to Shake- 
fpeare, that in his writing (whatfoever 
he penned) he never hlott^^ out a lin e. 
My anfwer hath been, Would he had 
^^^*"^^j a t^ionfanfi | Which they 
thoughjt a malevolent fpeech. I had 
not told Pofterity this, but for their 
ignorance who chofe that circumftance 
to commend their friend by, wherein 
Jm» mnft fa ^j|ff^H ; and to juftify mine 
own candour : for I loved the man, 
and do honour his memory on this fide 
idolatry, as much as any. He was 

(indeed) hrtn^ft flnr^ nf pt^ ppAj^an^ free 

TXaXikf^ ; had an excellent phantafy, 
brave notions, and gentle expreffions ; 
wh^rf;j|> Vi#^ flnw ed with that facility , 
that fom^timfS 'tr "^^^-^t^Ha.Ey"'^''^ 
ih ould be fto pped : Sufflaminandus eraty 
as Augultus' laid of Haterius. Hygjwit 

«Mir I'n Vi'ifcinitrn p^^^f ' TH^ uld thc T Ulc 

of " - k l i fld ' iS cen fo too 1 Many times he 
fell into thofe things could not efcape 
laughter : as when he faid in the perfon 
of Caefar, one fpeaking to him, ' Caefar, 
thou doft me wrong,' he replied, * Caefar 
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did never wrong but with juft caufe,* 
and fuch like ; whi ch were rid iculous, v 
But he redeemed hia vices jyith. his W 
virUL6»i- There was ever more in him 
to be praifed than to be pardoned. 
(* Difcoveries/)* 



* Mr. Swinburne (as before), spite of his 
super-estimate of Jonson, thus incisively anno- 
tates here : * Jonson .... it seems to me, 
was far less trustworthy as a critic of poetry 
than as a judge on ethics or a student of 
character. The tone of supercilious goodwill 
and friendly condonation which distinguishes 
his famous note {ut supra) on Shakespeare is 
unmistakable except by the most wilful per- 
versity of prepossession. His noble metrical 
tribute to Shakespeare's memory must of course 
be taken into account when we are disposed to 
think too hardly of this honest if egotistic 
eccentricity of error : but it would be foolish 
to suppose that the most eloquent cordiality of 
a ceremonial poem could ff;tpri*^^ marri nf tmr 
ma a^ re^ and £ritical estimate of another 
thana deliberate refiggtlmt-frf l»tar date. And 
it needs the utmost possible exertion of charity, 
the most generous exercise of justice, to forgive 
the final phrase of preposterous patronage 
and considerate condescension — "There was 
ever more in him to be praised than to be 
pardoned." The candid author of Sejanus 
could on the whole afford to admit so much 
with respect to the popular author of Hamlet,* 
I venture to think that* a very considerable 
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AN EPISTLE TO MASTERJOHN 
SELDEN* 

I know to whom I write ; here I am 

fure, 
Though I be fhort, I cannot be obfcure ; 
Lefs fhall I for the art or dreifing care. 
Truth and the Graces beft when naked 

are. 
Your book, my Sbldbn, I have read ; 

and much 
Was trufted, that you thought my 

judgment Aich 



pinch of salt is needed in reading and refusing 
rather than accepting this mordant criticism. 
Than 'ceremonial poem' to characterise the 
magnificent tribute of the folio of 1623, surely 
nothing could be more inept, while to pro- 
nounce the easy-going fireside chat and jottmgs 
of the ' Discoveries the * deliberate reflection 
of later date/ seems to me out of all reason 
and reasonableness. Jonson verily meant 
no 'preposterous patronage' or 'considerate 
condescension/ — G. 

♦ First prefixed to 'Titles of Honour/ 1614 
(folio) : also in second edition, 1631. Selden, 
born 1584 ; died 1654. ' The Hey ward named 
here is designated ' Edward Heyward of 
Cardeston in Norfolk, Esquire.' — G. 




To aik it ; though, in moft of works, it 

be 
A penance, where a man may not be 

free, 
Rather than oi&ce ; when it doth, or 

may 
Chance, that the friend's affedion 

proves allay [ = alloy 

Unto the cenfure. Yours all need doth 

Of this fo vicious humanity ; 

Than which, there is not unto ftudy a 

more 
Pernicious enemy. We fee before 
A many of books, even good judgments 

wound 
Themfelves, through favouring that is 

there not found ; 
But I to yours far otherwife fhall do, 
Not fly the crime, but the fufpicion 

too : 
Though I confefs (as every Mufe hath 

err'd, 
And mine not leaft) I have too oft pre- 
ferred 
Men paft their terms, and praif'd fome 

names too much ; 
But 'twas with purpofe to have made 

them fuch. 
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Since, being deceived, I turn a Iharper 

eye 
Upon myfelf, and afk to whom, and 

why, 
And what I write ? and vex it many 

days 
Before men get a verfe, much lefs a 

praife ; 
So that my reader Is aflured, I now 
Mean what I fpeak, and ilill will keep 

that vow. 
Stand forth my objedl, then. You that 

have been 
Ever at home, yet have all countries 

feen ; 
And like a compafs, keeping one foot 

ftill 
Upon your centre, do your circle fill 
Of general knowledge ; * watch'd men, 

manners too ; 
Heard what times paft have faid, feen 

what ours do ! 
Which grace fhall I make love to firft ? 

Your (kill 
Or faith in things ? or is't your wealth 

and will 
T' inform and teach ? or your unwearied 

pain 

* Taken from Doune. — G. 
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Of gathering ? bounty in pouring out 

again ? 
What fables have you vex'd, what truth 

redeem'd, 
Antiquities fearch'd, opinions dif- 

efteemed, 
Impoftures branded, and authorities 

urg'd ! 
What blots and errors have you watch'd 

and purg'd 
Records and authors of ! had redified 
Times ! manners ! cuftoms ! innovations 

fpied ! 
Sought out the fountains, fources, creeks, 

paths, ways, 
And noted the beginnings and decays ! 
Where is that nominal mark, or real 

rite, 
Form, ad, or eniign, that hath 'fcaped 

your fight ? 
How are traditions there examined ! 

how 
Conjeftures retrieved 1 and a ftory now 
And then of times (befides the bare 

condu£l 
Of what it tells us) weav*d in to 

inftruft ! 
I wonder'd at the richnefs, but am 

loft. 




To fee the workmanfhip fo exceed the 

coft! 
To mark the excellent feafoning of your 

ftyle, 
And manly elocution ! not one while 
With horror rough, then rioting with 

wit ; 
But to the fubjeft Hill the colours 

fit, 
In Iharpnefs of all fearch, wifdom of 

choice, 
Newnefs of fenfe, antiquity of voice ! 
I yield, I yield. The matter of your 

praife 
Flows in upon me, and I cannot 

raife 
A bank againft it : nothing but the 

round 
Large clafp of Nature, fuch a wit can , 

bound. 
Monarch in letters ! 'mongft the Titles 

fhown 
Of others' honours, thus enjoy thy 

own. 
I firft falute thee fo ; and gratulate 
With that thy ftyle, thy keeping of thy 

ftate ; 
In offering this thy work to one great 

name. 
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That would, perhaps, have praif'd and 

thanked the fame. 
But nought beyond. He, thou hail 

given it to, 
Thy leamM chamber-fellow, knows to 

do 
It true refpefts : he will not only love. 
Embrace and cherifh ; but he can ap- 
prove 
And eilimate thy pains, as having 

wrought 
In the fame mines of knowledge ; and 

thence brought 
Humanity ejiough to be a friend. 
And flrength to be a champion, and 

defend 
Thy gift ^ainft envy. O how I do 

count 
Among my comings in, and fee it 

mount, 
The gain of two fuch friendfhips ! 

Heyward* and 
Selden ; two names that fo much 

underftand ! 
On whom I could take up, and ne'er 

abufe 
The credit that would furnifh a tenth 

Muse ! 

* Sec note on page 226. — G. 
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But here's no time nor place my wealth 
to tell. 

You both are modeft. So am I. Fare- 
well ! 

(* Underwoods.') 



THE END. 



